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- Enter Richard Duke of(jloce&er,Jbfot* 

Ow is the winter of difcontent. 

Made glorious fummer by this Sonne of Torkft 
And all the clouds, that lowr vpon our houfe. 
In the deepe bowels of the Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes. 
Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to merry meetings. 
Ourdreadfull marches to delightfull pleafures. 
Grim-vifagd warrc,hath fmooth'd kis wrinkled front, 
And now inftead of mounting barbed Steeds, 

To fright the foules offearefull aduerfaries. 

He capers nimbly in a ladies chamber. 

To the laciuious pleafing of a loue. 

But I that am not fbarpe of fportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amourous looking-glafie 5 
J that am rudely ftampt,and want Ioucs maiefty,, 

To ilrut before a wanton ambling Nympth, 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by diflembling nature, 

Defomf d, vnfinifht fent before my time 
Into this breathingjworldjhalfe made vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfalhionable. 

That dogs barkeatmeaslhaltat them : 

Whilel in this weake piping time of peace, 

Haue no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnleffe to fpje my fliadow in the funne. 

And delcant on mine owne deformity : 

And therefore fince I cannot proue a louer. 

To entertaine thde faire well fpoken dayes, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe dayes : 

Plots hilUC T la vrl 
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The Tragedy 

By drunken prophefies'libels and dreameS', 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate theoneagainft the other, 

And if King Edward be as true and iull * 

As I am ftibtile , falfe and tree hero us; k 
T his day mould Clarence ctofely be me wcTvp, 

About a prophefie which fayes that G* 

Of Edwards heiresthe murtherer fhall be* 

Diue thoughts downeto my foule. Enter Clarence with 
Hcere Clarence comes, * Guard of Men, 

Brother, gooddayes, what meane this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace ? 

CU.Hls Maiefiy tendring my perfons fafety s hath appointed 
This conduct to c.onuey me to the Tower. 

Gle . Vpon what caule ? 

Cla. Becaufe my rame is George , 

_ Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours,. 

Ke fhould. for that commit your god-fathers : 

O belike his Maielly hath lome intent 
That you fhall be new ehriftned in the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence t may l know > 

Cla.Yez Richard when I doe know, for I protett 
As yet I doe not , but as lean leame. 

He harkens after prophefies , and dreames. 

And from the crolfe-row pluckes the letter G, 

And fayes a wizard told him that by G, 

Hisiflue disinherited Ihould be, J J 
And for my name of George begins with G 
It follow es in his thought that I am he: * 

Thefe as T learncand fuch Iiketoyes as thefc, 

Haue mooed his highnefle to commit me now* •> 

Glo. W hy this it is when men are ruld by women, 

Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 

My Lady q ray his wife, Clarence tis fhe 
That tempts him to this extreamity," 

Was it not fhe and that good man of worfhip 
'■siiuhcny Woodtule her brother there. 

That made Him fend L. Hatting* to the Tower 
From wh; nee this prefent day he°is deliuered. ? ’ 

,VV e are not fafe C Ur cnee, we are not fafe. CL> _ 



of Richard the Third. 

flaXy Heauen I thinke there is no manfecurd 
But the Quccnes kindred , and night walking heralds 
That truge betwcenc the King and Miftris Shore : 

Heard you not what an humble fuppliant 
lord Hattings was to her for his deliuery ? 

Glo. Humbly complayning to her Deity, 

Got my LordChamberlaine his liberty, 

lie tell you what , I thinke it were our way, j 

Ifwtfwill keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men and weare her liuery, 
Theiealousore-wormewiddow and her lei fe. 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomens 
Are mighty goiTips in this monarchy* 

Bro.l befeech your graces both to pardon me. 

His Maiefty hath ftraightly giuen in charge, 

That no man fhall haue priuate conference. 

Of what degree loeuer with his brother. 

Glo . Euen fo and pleafeyour worfhip' 'Brohenhury i ' 
You maypertake ofany thing we fay : 

We fpeake no freafon man, we fay the King ; 

Is wile and vertuous and the noble Qjueene 
W ell ftroke in yeares,faire and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores Wife hath a prety foote, 

A chery lip a bonny eye , a paffing pleafing tongue ; 
Andthatthe Qjieenes kindred are made gentle folks •• 

How fay you fir, can you deny all this? 

Bro. With this(my Lord) my felfe hath nought to do. 

Glo. Nought to do with Miilris Shore, I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth nought with her excepting one. 

Were belt ;o doit fecretly alone, 

Bro. What one my Lord ? 



Glo. We are the Queenes Abiefts and muft obey. 
Brother farewell I will vnto the King, 

And yvhatibeuer you willimploy mein, 

V v ere it to call King Edwards widdow filler^ 
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r Bro. 1 beleech your Grace to pardon me,and withall for- 
Your conference with the noble Duke* ( beare* 

C/a. We know thy charge Brohenbttri . and will obev„ 
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The Tragedy 

I will performe it to infra nchife you, 

Meane time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

'I ouches me deeper then you can imagine* 
fla- 1 know itpleafethneyther ofvs well* 

<jlo. Well your imprifonment (haft not be long. 

I will deliuer you , or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience* 

Cla. Lmuft perforce, farewell* Exit CU. 

(jlo. Gotreadthe path, that thou fhalt neere return?, 
Simple plaine Clarence, I doe loue thee fo. 

That 1 willfhortly fend thy foule to Heauen, 

If Heauen will take the prefent at our hands* 

But who comes heerethe new deliuered Haft mgs. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Ha ft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord, 

Gio. As much vnto my good L. Chamberlaine : 

- W ell, you are welcome to this open aire. 

How hath your Lord (hip brookt imprifonment ? 

Haft. With patience (noble Lord) as prifoners muft : 
But I (hall liue my Lord to giue them thanks. 

That were the .cauleof my imprifonment. 

<7/(7. No doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clarence too. 
For they that were your enemyes , are his. 

And hauepreuailed as much on him as you. 

AA*/?,Morepitty that the Egle (hould be mewed 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty. 
k G[ 0 . What newes abroad* 

Haft No newes fo bad abroad as this at home : 

The King is fickly weake and melancholly. 

And hisPhifitians feare him mightily, 

<7/ 0< Nowby Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an ill dyet long. 

And ouer much confumed his royall perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thought vpon. 

What ?is he in his bed / 

Haft. He is. 

Glo-Go you before,and I will follow you. Exit Haft. 
Ke cannot liue I hope , and mu ft not die 
Till George be packt with poft-horfe vp to heauen : 

. Ilein to vrge his hatredjnor^to^^gtT^ ^^^^^^^ 



0/Richard the Third. 

Which 4ies well fteeld with weighty arguments, 

And ifl faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue; 

Which done God take King Edward to his mercy 
And leauethe world forme to buflell in, 

For then ilc marry Warwicks youngeft daughter, 

What though I kill her husband and herfather, 
Thereadieft way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and her father ; 

The which will I not all fo much for loue, \ 

As for another fecretdofe intent, . 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to market ; 

Clarence ftill Hues, Edward ftill raignes. 

When they are gone,then muft I courtt my games. Exit, 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearft of Henry the ftxt. 

La. Set downe,fet downe, your honourable Lord. 
Ifhonour may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whilft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter, 

Poore key-cold figure ofa holy Kin<*, * 

Pale a (he s of the houfeof Lancafter 

Thou bloodlefle remnant of thatroyall bloocf 

Be it law full that I inuocate thy Ghoft, * 

To heare the lamentations ofpoorc Anne, 

Wife to thy to thy ftanghtered fonne 

Stabd by the felfe feme hands that made thefe holes 
Loe in thoie wmdowesthat let forth thy life 
I poure the helpeleflfe balme of my p0O re eves ’ 

Cmft C | h3nd *£* the fata]I holes, 5 
Curftbc the heart, that had the heart to do it 

More direfull hep betide that hated wretch, ’ 

That makes ys wretched by the death of thee • - 

Then I C a„ wtil, to Adders,S P iders,T 0 ads, ' 

Or any creeping venomde thing that Hues* 
jf oner he hane child, abortine° beit, 

igious and vntimely brought to light’ 

Whofeveiy and vnnaturatl afpeft g 
.Mayfnght thchopefiill mother atthe view, 




The Tragedy 

If euer he haue wife let her be made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As 1 am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cherfey with your holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be in interred there: 

And Hill as you are weary of the waight, __ ^ Enter 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Henries code. G locefier, 

Gio. Stay you that bearethe coarfe* and fet it downe. 

La. What blacke Magitian.coniures vp this fiend 
To flop denoted charitable deeds: 

Glo. Villaine, fet downethe coarfe,or by Saint Paul, 

He make a corfe of him that difobeyes ? 

Gen. Stand backe and let the coffin palfe. 

Glo. Vnmannerly dog, ftandft thou when I command* 
Aduance thy halbert higher then my bre.aft. 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to my foote. 

And fpurne vpon thee beggerior thy boldnefle. 

Xd-What do you tremble, are you all affraid ? 

Alafle,! blame you not for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuell. 

Auant thou fearefufl minifter of hell; 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not haue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity benot fo curft. 

La. Foule diuell/or Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not? 
Tor thou haft made the happy earth thy hell. 

Fil’d it with curling cryes,and deepe exclaimes, 

If thou delight to view thy hanious deeds,- 
Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeald mouths and bleed afrefti, 
Blufhfolufh, thou lumpe of foule deformity. 

For tis thy prefcnee that exhals this blood. 

From cold artd empty veines where no blood dwels* 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge mod vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood mad'ft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft, reuenge his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murderer dead. 



of Richard the Third. 

Or Earth gape open ’wide , and eate him quicke, 

As thou diefft Iwailow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hell-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. Lady, you known© rule of charity. 

Which render good forbad , bleffingsforcurfes, 
Z^.Villanne , thou knoweft no law of God, nor man* 
Nobeaftfo fierce , but knowes feme touch of pitty, 

Glo . But I know none, and therefore am no bead- 
La. Oh wonderfull when diuels tell the truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry. 
Vouchsafe deuine perfection of a woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance but to acquit my felfe. 

La. Vouchlafe defufed infection of a man, 

For thefe knowne euils 4 but to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance to curfe thy cuffed 1 felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let mee haue 
Some patient leafure to excufe my felfe. 

Ltf.Fouler then heart can thinkethee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By -fuoh difpaire I fhould accufe my felfe. 

L.And by dilparing ftiouldft thou ftand excufde 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which drdft , vnworthy daughter vpon others* 

Glo , Say that I flew them not. < 

La. Why then they are not dead : 

But dead they are and diuelifh flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband* * 

La. Why then hee is aliue. ; 

Glo. Nay he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand* 

La. In thy fou le throat thou lieft. Qjieene Margnt faw 
Thy bloody fauichion lmooking in hisblood, ^ 

^The which thou oncedidft bend againft her br^ft^ 

But that my brother beat afiide the poynt. v * 

V l °' u 1 Was P ro poked by her flanderous tongue, 
vv hicnlaid her guilt vpon my guiltlneffe Shoulders 
r f: } hou waftprouoked by thy bloody minde. 

Tv^a'i neuC:r dreamt on ought ;but butcherycs : 
ldit thou not kill this King ? Glo.l grant yee. 



The Tragedy 

L<».T>beft grant mee hedgehog, then God grant mee- too 
Thou maieft bee damned for that wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, milde , andvertuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the King of Heauen that hath him. 
La. Hee is in Heauen, where thou fhak neuer come. 
Cjlo. Let him thankemee that holpe to fend him thither. 
For he was fitter for that place then Earth. 

La, And thou vnfit for any place but Hell. 

Cj lo. Yes one place elfc,if you will heare rnee name it. 
La. SomeDungeon* Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

La, 111 reft betide the chamber where thou lied. 

Glo. SowillitMaddam till I lie with you. 

La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I knowfo, but gentle Lady Ame^ 

To leaue this kind incounter of your wits, 

And fall lomewhat into a flower methode -* 

Is not the caufer of the dme-letfe deaths. 

Of thelc Plantagenets , Henry and Edward* 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

£4. Thou art the caufe, and moft accurft effe&» 

<jlo. Your beauty was the caufe of that effebf. 

Your beauty which did haunt mee in my fleepe. 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So I might reft thathoure in your fweete bofomc. 

La. If I thought that , .1 tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes lnould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 
57/c.Thefe eyes could neuer endure fweet beauties wrack, 
You flioujjd not blemifh them if I flood by : 

As all the world is cleared by theSunne, 

So I by that, it is my. day, my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhade thy day,and death thy life. 
Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both. 
La. I would I were to beereuenged on thee, 

Glo.lt is a Quarrell moft vnnaturall, 

‘ o be reuenged on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable, 
fo bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady oftby husband 
Lid. it to helpe thee to a better husband- 
La' 



. 0/ Richard the Third. 

La His better doth not breath vpon the Earth.’ 

Gh.Go too,he liues that loues you better then he could 
La. Name him. Glo. Plantagenet, 

La. Why what was hee ? 

glo. The felfe fame name but one of better nature, 

L a. Where is hee.? 

Glo. Heere. Shee fyitter at htm> 

Why doeft fpit at him? 

La. Would it weremortallpoyfon for thy lake* 

Glo, Neuer came poy fon from fo fw eete a place • 

La, ' Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler Toade, 

Out of my fite thou doeft infebt my eyes* 

Glo. Thine eyes fweete Lady haue infe&ed mine* 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death • 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine hauedrawne fait tearcs, 
Shamed their afpeft with ftore of childifh drops, 

I neuer fued to frinds nor enemy, 

Mytonguecould neuer learne fweete finoothing words. 
But now thy beauty is propofde my fee ; 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 
Teach not my lips fuch fcom?,for they were made 
For killing Lady not for iuch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiuc, 

Loe.here 1 lend thee this fiiarp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleafe to hide in this true bofomc. 

And let the foule forth that adorncth thee : - 
I lay it naked to thy deadly ftroake ; 

And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees. 

Nay,doenot pawfe.twasd that kild your husband, 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me : 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that Kild King Henry , 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on : Heere {he lets 
Take vp thy fword againe,or take vp me. fall the Sword 

La. Arife diffembler , thoughlwifh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

G/o.I hen bid me kill my felfe,and I will doe it. 

La. I haue already. 

' B 2 Gh 




The Tragedy 



Glo. Tufli that was in thy rage : >- 

Spcake it againe , and euen with the word, 

I hat band which formy loue did kill thy lone, 

Shall for thy loue , kill a farre truer loue, • 

To both their deaths thou (halt bee acceflary- 

La. I would know thy heart 

Glo. Tis figured in my Tongue. 

La. I feare mee both arc falfe. 

Gh. Then neuer man was true. 

La. Well, well, put vp your fwotd. 

Cj/o. Say then my peace is made. 

La. That lhall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But I lhall Hue in hope. 

La. AH men I hope liue lo« 

Glo. Vouchfafeto werethisring. 

La. To take is not to giue. ° 
gh. Looke how this ring incompaffeth thy finger, 
Euen io thy breftmdofeth my poore heart. 
yVere both of them lor both ofthemare thine 
And if thy poor® fupplyant may 
Butbegonefauour at thy gracious hand, 

1 hou doeft confi rme his happinefie fore tier . 

La. What is it ? 

gl*. That itwouldpleafe thee leaue thefe fad defines 
i o him that hath more eaufe to bee a mourner 
And prefently repaire to Crosby place , ’ 

Whereafter I baue lblemnely entecred 
At Ch&tjlt Monaftery thisnoble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 
i Will with all expedient duty fee you : 

Fordiuers vnknownereafons , Ibefeech you 
Grant mee this boone. 

Z^.With all my heart, and much it ioyes me foot, 
r o fee you are become fo penitent > ' 

TreffJHndBanly , goe a long with mee. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

' La * Tis more then you deferue- i. 

But fince you teach mee how to flatter you 
imagine I haue fayd farewell already Exit. 

Glo 
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Glo. Sirs, take vp the icourfe. 

Ser. Towards Chertfic noole Lord s 

Glo. No to white Fryers there attend my commmg : 

Wascuer woman inthishumourwoed?£w^«. Manot Glo 

Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her , but I will not keepe her long. 

What ? I haue kxld her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreamefi heate : 

With curies in her mouth,teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnefle of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confcience,and thefe barres againft mee 
And I°nothing to backe my fute withall 
But the plaine Diuelland diflemblinglookes. 

And yet to win her all the world is nothing ? Hah ? 

Hath Ihee forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward her Lord, Whom Ifome three moneths fifice. 
Stabd irt my angry mood at Tcwxbury ? 

A fweeter and louelicr Gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigality of nature : 
Yong,valiant,wife,and no doubt right royall, 
Theipacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will fhee yet debace her eyes on mee. 

That crept he golden prime ofthis fweet Prince, 

And made her widdow to a woefull bed / 

On me , whofe all-not equals Edwards moity, 
OnmethathaIt,and am vnfliapen thus ? 

My Dukedometobee a beggerly denier, 

I doe miftake my perfon all this while, 

Vpon my life (lie finds although I cannot 
My felfe,to bee a marualous proper man, 
lie bee at charge £ot a Looking -glalfe, 

And entertaine fome fcore or two of tailors 
To ftudy falhions to adorne my body. 

Since lam crept in fauour with my felfc, 

-I will maintains it with a little cofh- r , 

But firfi iletume you fellow in his graue. 

And then returne lamenting to my loue- 
Shine out faire funne,till I haue brought a glalfe, 

; hat I may fee my fljadow as I palfc. Exit, - 
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Enter f^ucene,!. ord Ritters And Gray » 

S/'.Haue patience Maddam, tbersno doubt hisMaiefty 
- Willfoone recouer his accuftomed health. 

Gray. In that you brookc it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for Gods fakeentertaine good comfort, 

And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words, 
fhy- If hee were dead what would betide of mee ? 

• Ri. No other harme but Ioffe of fuch a Lord. 

-£{«*The Ioffe of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 
t/r^.Theheauens haue bleft you with a goodly fontte. 
To beeyour comforter when hee is gone. 

£lu.O\\ heis yong, and his minority 
Is put in the trufi o£ Richard Giocifler, 

A man that loues not mee , nor none of you. 
is concluded hee fihall ^ee Protestor ? 

Qu. It is determined * not concluded yet. 

But fb it muft be if the King mifcarry, Enter Buck^ Darby ^ 
<7r. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darky, 
Buc* Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 
XW.Godmakeyour Maiefty ioyfull as you haue beene. 
^ 5 .The Counteff e Richmond good my Lord of Darky . 
To your good prayers will fcarce fay , amen : 

Yet Darky, notwithftanding fheesyour wife. 

And loues not mee, bee you-good Lord affured 
I hate not you for herproud arrogancy. 

Dar, I befeech you ey ther not belee.ue. 

The enuious flanders of her accufers. 

Or if fhec bee accufed in true report, 

Bearewith herweaknefre,wbichl thinkeprocceds 
From way ward fickneffe,and no grounded malice. 
-K/.Sav^ou the King to day my Lord Darky ? 
•TW.Butnowthe Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifiting his Maiefty. 

£**. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
•£#c.Madam, good hope, his grace fpeakes chearfully* 
^«.God grant him health, did you confer with him? 
Aw. Madam wee did, Hee defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefer and your brothers. 

And betwixt them aqd my Lord Chamkerlaine . * 
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And fent to warne them of his royall prefenj^ 

On. Would all were well , but that wi 
I feare our happinefle is at thehigheft. ” e * 

6/<?*They doe me wrong and I will not endure 
Who are they that complaine vnto the King • 

I hat 1 forfooth am fterne loue them not : 

By holy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his eares with fuch ailfentious rumours • 

Becaufe I cannot flatter and fpeake faire, 

Smile in mens faces finooth deceiue and cog 
Ducke with French nods, and apifh courtehe, 

I mull bee held a rankerous enemy. 

Cannot a plaineman liue and thinkeno harme 
But thus in Ample truth muft bee abufde 
By filken {lie infinuating Iackes ? 

Ri. To whome in this prefence fpeake your grace* 

Glo . To thee tlfat hath no honefty nor grace* 

When haue I inguredthee, when done thee wrong,. 

Or thee , or thee , or any of your fa£ ion ? 

A plague vponyou all. His royall perfon 
( Whome God preferue better then you can wifh ) 
Cannot bee quiet fcarce a breathing while. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints* 
cyu. Brother of Glocefter , you miftake the matter ; 
The King of his owne royall difpofitibn,- 
And not prpuoke by any futer elfe, 

Ayming belike at your interieur hatred? 

Which in your outward : ailions fhewes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred, brother ,and my felfe . 

Makes him to fend that whereby wee may gather 
I he ground of ycnr ill will, and to remoue it. 

Cjlo. i cannot tell , the world is growne fobad, 
Thatwraw way prey where eagles dare not pearch. 

Since euery iacke became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a iacke. 

Come, come we know your meaning brother Cjloft er* 
You enuy mine aduaneement andmy friends, 

God grant weene-uer may haue needeofyou. 

Glo. Meane time,God grant that wee haue neede of you 

Our 
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Our brother is imprifoned by yourmeanes, 

My felfc difgraced , and the Nobility 

Held in contempt ,whil ft many faire promotions 

Are dayly giuen to enoble^ thofe 

I hat fcarfe fome two dayes lince were worth a noble . 

flit' By him that raifde mee to this careful! height 
From that contented hap which I enioyd, 

I neuer did infence his Maiefty 

Againft the E>nke of Clarence , but haue beene 

An earned aduocate to plead for him. 

My Lord, you doe mce fhamefull iniury, 

Falfely to draw mee in , fuch vilefufpeft. 

Glo.You may deny that you were not thecaufe 
Otmy Lord Haftings lateimprifonment. 

Rin. She may my Lord. 

G7(?.She may.L'Ri*ters } why who knowesnot fo? 

She may do more fir then denyingthat : 

She may helpe you to many preferments. 

And then deny her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thole honours on your highdeferts. 

M'hat may fhe not ? fhemay,yea marry may fee* 

Rfu. What, marry may fbee ? 

Gle. What marry may fhe ? marry with a Kin*- 
Abatcheler , a hanfome ftripling too. 

I wis yourGrandam had a Worfcr match. 

^«-My L.of Glocefier, I haue to long borne 
Jf our blunt ypbraidings , and your bitter fcoffes 
By heauen I will acquaint his Maiefty, 

With thofe grofle taunts I often haue 'endured. 

I had rather be a country feruant maide. 

Then a Queene with this condition, 
i o be thus taunted, lcorned,and baited at. Enter %, 

Small loy haue I in being England s Queene- Mar mu 

M A r. And lefned be that fmall,God I befeech thee, 
1 hy honour , ftate , and feat is due to mee- 
^ Glo. What ? threat you mee with telling the King ? 

I ell him and ipare not looke what I fayd, 

T will auoch inprdence of the King : * 
fis time to Ipeake , when paines are quite forgot* 

O.Mar* 
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fly. Mar. Out Diuell , I remember them too well. 
Thou fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at Tewxbury, 

Gle. Ere you were Queene yea or your husband King, 

I was a packe-horfc in his great affaires, 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder of his friends •* 

Toroyallize his blood I fjpilt mine owne. 
fy.Mar. Yca,and much better blood, then his or thine,-. 
Glo.In all which time, you and your husband G ray i 
Were fafiiousforthe Houfe of Lankafier : 

And Riuers , fo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margrets battaile at Szint^Ulons flaine : 

Let me put in your m:nd,if yours forget. 

What you haue beene ere now,and what you are s 
Witball , what I haue beene, and what I am. 

J2*$.Mar. A murtherousvillaine: and fo ftill thou art- 
6/ * -Poore Clarence did forfake his Father Warwick * , 
tea and forfvvore himfclfe ( which /e/# pardon ) 

Jjhf. Mar. Which God reuenge 

*jc’ 7° ^§^ t , on Edwards party for the Crowne, 

And for hismeede ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp* 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edward / - 
Or Edwards foft and pittyfull like mine, ■ 

I am too childifh foolifli for this world • 

ThS^ Hie thect ? hcI1 for/hame,andleaue the world, 
v S T >dc T? a ’ there tb y Kingdome is. 

L ° rdot 6toeeSier '™ thofe bufie dayes, 

wJ fnu hCr J r Vrg V° proue vs cne mies, 7 

'n (In i!J d ’ then our . Lord »-our lawfull King. 

"2 y m « ,f yo , u ^ GUld be Kmg- 

FarTe L ft f ld , be * 1 had ratber * pedlar, 

% C frGn J. m y heart the thought ofit; 

You flioufd enicv^ e loy ( my hordjas you luppofe 
As little iov ml * WCr r y ° U tb * s COunt ties King, 
iLt iln?n y k y y ? u fu PP° ie in me, S 

A i£t“ 7‘t;iZ%z ne Ih r°f. 

c 
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I can no longer bold me patient. 

Heaie me you wrangling pirates thatfall out, 

I flnaking out that which you haue pild from me : 

Which of you tremble not that looke on me ? 

If not , that I being Queehe , you bow like fubieits. 
Yet that by you difpofd , you quake like rebels ■: 

O gentle villaine , doe not turneaway. 

(Jlo. Foule wrinkled witch, what makUl thou in my fight?. 
Afar. But repiticion of what thou hail maid. 
That will I make , before I let thee goe • 

A husband and a fonne thou ovveft vnto me. 

And thou a kingdome , all of yon alleagence : 

The borrow that! hauc by right is yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

(jlo, Thecurfe my noble father layd one thee. 

When thou didft Crownehis warlike brow es with paper,' 
And. with thy fcorne drew riuers from his eyes, 

And then to drie them , gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofpritty Rutiard ; 

Hiscurfes then from biternefle of l'oulc. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God , not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

JO*/ So iuft is God to tite theinnocent. 

Haft.O twasthe fouleft deed to flay that Babe, 

And the moft mercilefle thateuer was heard of. 

Ri. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
T'orf , No man but prophefied reuenge for it, 

. Afortbtmberlaxd then prefent, wept to feeit. 
ChAfar.Wlnt ? were you lharling all before I came/ 
Ready to catch' each other by the throat. 

And turne you now your hatred now on me ? 

Did forces dread curfepreuailefomuchwithheauen, 
That H envies death my iouely Edwards dtzxh, 

Their Kingdomes loll my woeful! banifliment,’ 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifli Brat ? 

Can curies pearce the Clouds, and enter heauen ; 

Why then giue v/ay 'dull Clouds to my quicke cui fes -c 
If not by wane, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 



Edward 
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Edward my fonne , which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fonne, which was the Prince of Wales, 
Died in his youth by like untimely violence, 

Thylelfea Queene, for me that wasaQtieerie, 

Out -liiie thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long mayft thou line to waile thy childrens lolfc. 

And fee another,as I fee thee now 
Deckt in thy glory.as thou art ftald in mine; 

Lcng dye thy happy dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthnea houres of griefe. 

Dye neyther mother, wife, nor England: Queene, 

R suer sand Torfet , y o u were danders by. 

And fo waft thou Lord Hafiings , when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray hint. 

That none of you, may liue your naturall age. 

But by lo me vnlookt accident cut off . 

Glo. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
Q^Mar. And Jeaue out tbee?ftay dog for thou {hall hearc 
If heauen haue any grieuousplague in ftore, / me 

Exceeding thole that I can wifh vpon thee; ^ J 

0 iei them keepe it till thy (innes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 

On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The worrr.e of confcience ftill begnawthy foule, 

I hy friends lufpe& for traytors whilft thou liueft. 

And -akedeepe traytors for thy deareft friends, 
Nofleepeelolevp the deadly eyes of thine, 

Vnlelfe it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee with -a hell ofvgly diuels, 

* Thoueluifh markt, abortiue rooting hog, 

1 hou that waft feald in thy natiuity 
The Haue of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

I hou flander of thy mothers heauy wombe. 

Thou loathed iffue of thy fathers loynes, 

Thourag of honour,thou detefted, &e. 

O/0. MfiYgrtt. 

K tch *rd. cio. Ha ? 

call thee not. 

^.Thencry thee mercy: for I had thought. 
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Thou haft caltl me all thefe bitter names, 

JLc JMar, Why To I did,but looke for no reply 
O letjne make the period to my curfe* 

Tis done by me, and ends by Margret * 
Tbushaueyou breathed your curfe againft your felfe. 

c^Mar . Poore painted Queene,vaine ftourifti ofmyfor- 
W hy ftrewft thou Sugar on thatbotled fpider, (tunc; 
W hole deadly webbe infnareth thee about ? 

Foole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy felfe, 
Thetime will comewhen thou (halt wifh forme, 

To helpe thee curfe that poyfoned bunch-'oackt Toade, 
Haft. Falle boafting woman, end thy franticke curfe, . 
Leaft to thy barme thou moue our patience. ( mine. 

c^Mar» Foule fliame vpon you, you haue all mou'd 
/.Were you wellferu’d,you would be taught your duty. 
Q^Mar. To ferueme well, you fhould doe me duty, 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my fubie&s , 
Obferueme well and teach yourfclues that duty. 

Dorf* Difpute not with her, flic is lunatique* 

£Ufy f * r * Peace mafter Marquelfe, you are malapert, 

Y our hre-new T ftampe of honour is fearce currant : 

0 that your young Nobility-could iudge, 
what ’t were to Joofe it, and be miferable ? 

1 hey that ftand high, haue mighty blafts to fhake them. 
And if they fall, they dafh them to pieces. 

Glo . Good counfell marry , learne it,Jearne it Marquefle. 
Dorf, It toucheth you (my Lord ) as much as me* 

Glo. Yea,and much more, bur I was borne fo high. 

Our Aiery buildeth in the Caedars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the funne. 

^Mar. Andturnes the Sunne to rtiade,aias,alas* 

W itnefle my funne, now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outlhinmgbeamcs, thy cloudy wrath,. 
Hath ineternall darkeneffe foulded vp : 

Your Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neaft.. 

O God that feeftit, doe notfufferitj 
As it was wonne with bIood,loft be it fo* 

Back - Haue done for ftiame, if not for charity. 

Q. Mar, Vrge neyther charity nor fhame to me, 

Vrck 
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Uncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And Ibamefully by you my hopes are butchered, 

Mv charity is outrage, lite my ihamc, 

And in my ftiame (hall liue my forrowesrage. 

Buck ■ Haue done. . * 

Q.AT/tr. O princely Buckingham-, I Will ktile thy hand, , 

In'ligRe of league and amity with thee , 

Now fa ire befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy garmentsare not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compare of my curfe* 

Buck: Nor none hecre, lor curfes ne-uer pafie 
The lips of them that breath them in theayre* 

Q.Mar. He not belecue but they alfend the skie. 
Andthere awake Gods gentle fleeping peace* 

O 'Buckingham , beware of yonder dogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bites, and when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware of him •• 

Sinne,death,and hell,hath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

GU. What doth fhee fay my Lord of Buckingham l 
Buck; Nothing that I refpe& my gratious Lord. 
jVftlTar, W hat deft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun* 
And footh the diuell that I wame thee from l (fell, 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplic thy very heart with forrow. 

And fey,poore Margret was a Prophetelfe, 

Liue each of you, the fubieSt of his hate. 

And he to you, and all of you to God. Exit* 

Hall. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes* 
Bin. And fo doth mine, I wonder fhees at liberty ? 

Glo. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 

Shee hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done* 

Hall. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Olo. But you haue all the vantage of this wronr, 

1 was too hotte to doe fome body good. 

That is too cold in thinking on it now : 

Marry zilotCHrence, heeis well repay d, 

c 3. He 
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He is frank vp to Tatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that are thecaufe ofit. 

Ri. A vertuous and Chriftian-like conclufion, 

To pray for them that haue done fcathto vs. 

Cjlo' So doe I euer being well aduifed , 

For had I curft, now I had curft my felfe. 

Cw/TMaddam his Maielly doth call for you : . 

And foryour noble grace, and you my Lord. 

Oh. Catesby we, come. Lords will you goe with vs ? 

Ri. Maddam,we will attend your grace. Exeunt Maun 

G/o. I doe thee wrong,apd firft began to braule, G/ 0 . 

'I he fccret mifehiefe that I let a broach, 

I lay vnto the greuious charge of others : 

CUrence , whom I indeed hauc layd in darknefife: 

I doebeweepetoo many fimple gulls: 

N amely,to Hafting s ,D arbj ^Buckingham, 

And fay it was the Queene, and her allies. 

That ftrires the King againft the Duke my brother • 

Now they beleeue me, and withall wifh me 
To be reuenged on Rtuers , Vaughan , Gray, 

But then figb, and with apeeceof Scripture, 

Tell them,that God bids vs to doe good for euiJI: 

And thusldoathemy naked villany 
•With old odde ends, ftolen out of holy writ, 

And feeme a Saint, when moil I play the diuell. 

L ut ioft,here .comes my executioners. Enter execution 

How now my hardy flout refolued mates, uers. 

Are yea not going to diipatch this deed ? 

Exe. We arc my Lord^nd cometo haue the warrant. 
That we may be admitted; where he is. 

Glo.lt was well thought vpon,I haue it here about me. 
When yo.u haue done, repaire to Crosby place. 

But firs, be fuddaine in the execution: 

W ithall,obdurate ; doe not heare him pleade. 

For Clarence is well lpoken,and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pity if you marke him- 
j^xe • Tu fh ,fea re not my Lord,wewiil not Hand to prate, 
talkers are no good doers be affnred : 

We come to vie our hands,and not our tongues. 
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^.Youreiesdropmilfiones/vvhen fooleseies dropteares 
1 like you Lads,abouryout bufineffe- Exeiw * 

Enter Clarence Brokjtt^ury* 

Bro. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to day • 

(la. O I haue pafi a miferable night, 

So full of Vgly fights, of ga ftly dreames : 

That as I ama - Chriftianfaithfullinah 1 , 




I vvould not fpend another fuch a night, 

1 hough, t were to by a world of happy dayes, 

So full of difmall terrour was the time. 

Aro.What was your dreameM long to heare you tell it. 

CAz.Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundy, 

And in my company my brother XJlocefter, 

Who from my Cabbin tempted trie to walke 
Vpon the hatches , there he lookes towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During the wanes of Yorke and Lanka ft er. 

That had befallen vs : as we pall along, 

Vpon the giddy footing ofthe Hatches;, 

Me thought that G lovelier Rumbled and in Rumbling 
Strooke me ( that thought to Ray him ) ouerboord 
Into the tumbling billowesof the maine : 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was tod row ne, 
W hat dreadful! noyte of water in mine eares 
What afiglit of death within mine eyes ; ^ 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull Wrackes, ■ 1 
Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of Gold , great Anchors, heapes ofPearle, 
Ineflimable ft ones, vnualued lew els. 

Some lay in dead mens f culls ;,, and lraHofe holes 




W hich wade the flimy bottome of.thedeepe, 
Andmoktthe dead bones that lay fcatredby, 

Brok: Had you fuch lealure in the time' of dta ch : . 

To gaze vpon the lccrets of the deepe ? 

Cl*. Me thought I had : for Rill the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule , and would not let it foortb, 
i o-ieepe the empty , vaft, and wandring ayre, 



But 
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But fmothred it within my panting bulke» 

Which almoftburft to belch it in the Sea. 

‘Brek; A waktyounot with this fore a gonie ? 
C/ 4 r.Ono,my dreame was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the tempe ft of my foule, 

Whopaft ( methought) the melancoly flood, 

With that grim ferryman which Poets write of, 

V nto the Kingdome of perpctuall night 

The firft thatthere did greete my ftrangers foule. 

Was my great father in law,renowned Warwick 
Who cried aloud, what fcourge for periury 
Can this darke Monarchic afford falfe Clarence ? 
Andfohevaniflit: Then came wandring by, 

A fhadovv like an Angell,in bright haire, 

Dabled in blood, and he fqueakt out a loud* 
c Urence'\% come/alfe, fleeting periurd Clarence , 

That ftabd me in the field at Tewxbtsrj: 

Seize on him Furies, take him to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of foule feinds 
Enuironed meaboat, and houled in mine cares, 

Such hideous cries, that 'with the very noyfs, 

1 trembling wakt,and for a feafon aft a*, 

Cournot beleeue but “that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreifion made the dreame. 

■Sr^.No maruailemy Lord though itaffrighted you, 

1 promife yeti I am affraid to heare you tell it. 

Cla t O Brokenbury ha ueaonethofe things, 

Which now beares euidence againff my loule, 
for Edwards fake, and iee how he requites me : 

Tpray thee gentle Keeper flay by me, 

My foule is heauy,and I faine would fkepe. 

i?re^.Iwill (my Lord,)God giue your grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakcsfeafons,and repofing houres 
Makes the night morning, and the noone-tide night* 
Princesiiaue but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle: - 
And for vnfelt imaginations, 

I hey often feele a world of reftlefle caress 
So that betwixt your titles, and low names, 

Ttoe!iL 
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There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murtherers enter . 

In Gods Name what are you, and how came you hither ? 
Sxe-\ would fpcake with Clarence ynd I came hither on 
£ro.Yea,.are you fo briefe ? my legs, 

2 Exe. Q firjt is better to be bfiefe then tedious, 
Shevvhim your CommifliorqtalkeftO' more. He rtades it* 
Bro. I am in' this commanded to deliuer 
’I he noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby, 

Becaufe I will be guiltlefle of the meaning : 

Here are the keyes there fits the Dukeafleepe. 

He to his Maicfty,and certifiehis Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you, 

Sxe. Doe fo ,it is a poyntefwifedome, 

”2 What fhall we ftab him as he fleepes ? 

1 No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes* 

2 When he wakes. 

Why foole he fliallneuer wake till the judgement day* 

1 Why then he will fay,we ftabd him fteeping. 

2 The vrging of that word ludgement,hath bred akinde 
of remorfe in me* • 

i What art afraid ? 

2 Not to kill hihi,bdbing a warrant for it, but fo be damnd. 
for killing him'jfroin which no warrant can defend vs* 

1 Backe to the Duke of Glocelfer> tell him lo* 

2 i pray thee flay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
change, twas wont t© hold me but while one could tell xx* 

1 How deft thou feele thy felfe how ? , (me. 

2. Faith feme certaine dregs of conference ate yet Within 

1 Remember ourreward when the deed is done, 

2 Zounds he dies, I had forgot the reward. 

1 Where is thy confcience now • i> 

2 In the Duke of G loce ft ers pur fa* 

1 So when he opens his purfc to giue vs our rewards 
Thy conscience flies out. 

2 Let itjgoe, there’s few or none willentertaine it. 
i How if it come to thee againe ? 

- n 
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2. Ilenot meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot fteale, 

Tim it accufeth him, he cannot fteale but it checks him : 

He cannot liewith his neighbours wife but it detefls, 
Hixmitis a blufhing fhamefull fpirit that mutinies 
In a mansbofome : it fils one full of obftacles, 

It made meoncereftoreapeece ofgoid that I found-' 
Jtbeggcrsanyman that keepesit : it is turn-out ofal! 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing, and euery* 

Man that meancsto line well, and endeaucurs to trull 
To himfelfe, and liue without it. 

i . Zounds , it is euen now at my elbow, pcrfvvadinp me 
Not to kill the Duke. 

3 . T akc the Diuell in thy minde,and belecue'him not. 

He w r ould infinuate with thee to make thee figh . 

i -Tut lam ilrongin fraud he cannot preuailewith me 
1 warrant thee. 

2-Stood like a tall fellow that refpecls his reputation, 
Come fhall we to this geare ? 

i.Take him oner the coftard with the hilt of my Sword 
And then we willchop.himin.the Malmley, but in the next 
2 -Oh excellent denice.make a loppe ofhim. froorre; 

1. Harke, heftirs fhall I ftrike ? 

2. No,firIl lets reafon with him. CU. awaheth. 

CU.W here art thou keeper, giue me a cup of Wine. * 
*-You fiiall haue.Wine enough, my Lord anone. 

Cla. In Gods Name what art thou : 

2 .Aman, as you are. 

C/rf.Butnct as lam , royal!.- 
i.Nor you as vveare loyall* 

C/a.Tby voyceisthunder,buc thylookes are humble. 
2 -My voyceisnowthe Kings, my lookes mineowne. 
C/4'.HowdarkeIy and how deadly doert thou fpeake ? 
Tell me, who are you ? wherefore came you hither ? x 
Am, To, to, to.- 

CU. To murther me } Am. I. 

C/^.You fcarce haue the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot hauethe heart to doe it, 

W herein my friend s haue I offended you ? 

_ ^ ^ mmm 
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j Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

Cla I fhall be reconciled to him againe, 
a NeuermyLord, therefore prepare to dye. 

CU .Are y ou cald forth from out a world Ot mcti 
To flay the innocent ? what is my offence ? 

Where are the euidenceto accute me ? 

What lawfull quell hath giuen their verdicft yp 
Vnto the frowning Iudge,or who pronounc d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death, 

Before I be conuidt by courfe o f L aw ? 

To threaten me with death ismoftvnlawfull; 

I charge you as youhope to haue redemption 
By Chrifts deare Blood fhed for our-gricuous finnes, 
I hat you depart and lay no hands on- me, 

Thedced you vndertake is damnable, 
i What we willdoe,vye.doevpon command, 

* i And he that hath commanded vs is the King. 

C/.o Erroneous vail aile,the great King of Kings, 

i ’ . {_* T r*Am m innPi 1 






Spurne at his edift, and fulfill a mans ? 

Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
Tohurlevpon their heads that breake his law* 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee. 

For falfe forfwearing.and for murder too t 
Thou didft receiue the holy Sacrament, 

To fight the quarrell of the houte of Larfafict. 

1 And like a traytor to the name of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnript the bowels of thy foueraignes fonne, 

2 Whom thou were fworne to cherilli and defend* 
i How canft thou vrge Gods dread full Law to vs. 

When thou haft broke ft in fo deare degree ? 

CU. Alaffe/or whofe fake did Iphat illdeed? 

For Edward got my brother, for his fake : 

Why firs, he fends you not to murder me for this, 

For in this finne he is as deepeas I, 
if God will be reuenged for this deed, 

Take not the auarrell from his powerfull arme, 

D 2 . He 
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He needes no indirect nor lawful! courfc. 

To cut off thole that hane offended him. 

i Who made thee then a bloody minifier, 

W hen gallant ipririg.braue Plantagenet, 

The Princely Ncuice was ftrooke dead by thee. 

CU. My brothers loue, the Diuell,and my rage, 
i Thy brothers ioue, the Diuell, and thy fault, 
fiaue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

C/a. Oh ; ifyouloucmy brother, hate not me, 

I amhis brother, and I loue him well : 

If you be bird e for neede,goe backe againe. 

And 1 will fend you to my brother Cjloceflcr, 

Who will reward you betterfor my life. 

Then EdrvardmW for tidings of my death, 
a Y ou are deceiued,your brother G keeper hates you. 
Cl*. Oh no,he loues me, and he holds me deare, 

Goe you to him from me. 

Ant - 1 fo we will. 

Cfrf.Tell him? when that our Princely father Torke, 
Bleft his three fonnes with his victorious arme ; 

And chargd vs from his foule to Ioue each other, 

He little thought of this diuided friend Hup, 

Bid CjloeeHer thinke on this,and he will weepe. 
./tf/».I,milffones,as heleffoned vs to weepe; 

Cla. O doe not flander him for he is kind . 

1 Right as fnow in harueft, thou deceiueft tbv felfe, 
i is he that lent vs hither now to murder thee* 

Ua. It cannot be for when I parted with him 
Hehugd me in his armes, and fwore with fobs, 
ihat he would labour my deliuery. 

2 W hy fo he doth, now he deliuers thee, 

Fi om this woods thraldome, to the ioyes of Heauen* 
i Make peace with God.fbryou muff dye my Lord-. ' 
C la. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

I o counfell me to make my peace with Cod- 
And art tnou yet to thy ovvneioule fo blinde, 

That thou wilt war with God, for murdring me? 

Ah firs confider, he that fet you on 
To doe this dccd^vill hate you for this deed. 
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a What fhall we doe ? g'< •• ■*- 

f /4. Relent, and laue your foules. 

3 Relent, tiscowardly, and womanifh. 
fla . Not to relent, is beaftly fauagc,anddiuellrffi 
V y friends I fpie fomepittyin your lookesji : '"i 
Oh if thy eyes be not a llatterer, ” " * - -A .no. , ■». 

Pome thou on my fide and mtreate for me r- 
\ beefing Prince whatbegger pitties not ? 

1 l°thus,and thus: if this will not feme He Stab skim 

He chop thee in the Malmefey but in the next rooms. - 

1 % A bloody deed and delperately performd, ; * or- ; 
How faine would I like Pilate waih my hands. 

Of this mod grieuous guilty murder done, 
x Why doff thou not helpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke fh a 11 know how ffacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tel! him what I fay, 

For I repent me that the Duke isflaine. Exit 

i So doe not I, goe coward as thou art; 

Now muff I hide his body irl fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall: 

And when I haue my meed X muff away. 

For this will out, and here I muftnotftay. Extant 

Enter King, Qaeene,Hafiixgs, Ritters ,&e. 

King. So now I haue done a good dayes worke 
Your Peares continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expeff an EmbalTage 
From my Redemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foule fiiall part to heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace on earth : 

Ritters and Hastings ,tak 2 each others hand, 

Difemble not your hatred, fweare your loue. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate, 
And with my hand l feale my true hearts lone. 

Haft ♦ So thriue I as I fweare the like* 

Kmg. Take heed you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden fal ehood, and award 
Eyther of you io be the others end. 



Hast. 



Hafl. So profper I, as I fweare perfe& loue: 

Ri. And las 1 lou t-Hafiings with. my heart. 

King. Mad dam, your felfe is not exempt in this, 
Noryour fonne T) orfet Jinchjn gh am gior. you. 

You ha ue beene factious one againft the other 
W ife, loue Lord Elafiings, let him kilfe your hand. 

And what you doe, doe it vnfainedly. ’ 

fgu. Here Hajlings,! will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue 1 and mine- 

•Dor/.Thusenterchange of loue, 1 here proteft, 

Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Haft’ And fo I fwere my Lord. 

King. Now princely ‘Buckingham ieale vp this league, 
With thy embracement to my wiues allies. 

And make me happy in this vnity. 

Wheneuer Ruckingham.doiht.umc his hate 
On you, or yours,butwith all dutious loue 
Doth cherilL you and yours, God punilh me 
With hate, in thole where I expedt moft loue, 

W hen I haue moll nee.de to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a trieind, 

Deepc, hollow trecherous 5 and full of guile 
Be he vnto me: This doe I- begge of God 
When I am cold in zeale to you or yours* 

King. A pleafing cordiall Princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glocesler here, 

To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefler . 

Buck: And in. good time here comes the nbble Duke, 
Glo.G ood morrow to my foueraigne King and Qucene, 
And princely Peares, a happy time of day. 

King. Happy indeed as we hauefpent the day. 

Brother we hauedone deeds of charity : 

Made peace of emnity,faire loue of hate, 

Betweene the fe levelling wrong inlcenled Peares. 

Glo. A blefled labour moft foueraigne Liege, 

Amongft this Princely heape,if any here 
By falle intelligence, or wrong furmile. 
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Hold inea foe, if I vnwictingly or in my rage; 

Haue thought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence , I delire 
T o reconcile me to his fi eindly peace, 

Tis death 'to me to be at emnity, 

I hate it and defire all good mens loue* 

Firft Maddam I intreat peace of you , 

Which I purcbace with my dutious feruice* 

01 you my noblecoufen Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lod’gd betweene vs. 

Of you my Lord "Riuers , and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defart haue fround on me. 

Dukes, Earles, Lord's-, Gentlemen, indeed of alP' 

I do not know that Englilhrr.art aliue* 

With whom my louleisany iotceatoddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 
ffu. A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to G od all ftrife were w ell compounde d , 

My foueraigne leigel dobefeech yourMaiefty ' 0 ' ; 

T o take our brother Clarence , toyour gra ce« [ J 

Glo. Why Maddam, liaue I offeredloue for this, 
Tobethusfcorndin this royal 1 prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcorne hiscoarfe- ( he is ? 

Ri. W ho knowes not he is dead; who knowes 
^ 5 . All feeing heauen , what a world is this ? 

Bttc . Looke 1 lo pale Lord Dorfet a s the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lord and nonein this prefence 
But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

Kin. Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo. But He poore foule by our firft order dide, - 
And that a winged Mercury did beare. 

Sprue tardy criple bore the countermannd, 

Tfa*.t came too lagge to fee him burled ■ : 

God graunt that fbme le Ife noble and leflfe loyally 
Neererin bloody thoughts,butnot in blood : 

E-eferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goe currant from fufpition* Enter D'arly . 




The Tragedy 

X>ar. A boone (my foueraigne),for my feruicedone, 
Kin. I pray thee peace my fouleis full of forrow. 

Dar. I will not rife vnleflc your highnefle grant. 

Kin. Then fpeakeat once, what is it thou demanded } 
Dar. The forfeit (Soueraige) of my feruants life, 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attending on the Duke oiNorjfolke, 

Kin. Haue I a tongue to dome my brothers death, 
Andfoall the fame giue pardon to a Haue ; 

My brother flew no man, h^s fault was nought. 

And yet his punifoment was cruel! death. ,..j 
Who fued to me for him? who in my cage, 
Kneeldatmy feete,and bad me beaduifde ? 

Who lpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poprc foule did forfa&e 
The mighty Warmc‘k$ i zqd did %ht forme? 

W ho told me in the field at Teroxbury, 

When Oxford had medownp he refcued me. 

And fay d deare brother liue and be a King? v ' 0 

Who told me,wh<m\ye both lay in the field ,. & . oi 
Frozen almoft to meath,hpw helapt me V J • » 
Euen in his owne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thinncand naked to the numbe cold might ? - ’ 

All this from my remembrance bru.tifo wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and iiot a man pfjou 
Had fo much grace to put it in my rainde. . v. 

_ But when your carters or yourwayungvaiTailes 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image of ourdeareft Redeemer, 

Y ou ftsaighc are on your knees for pardon, pardon 
And I vniuftfy top,mpft grant it you^j 
But for my brother not a man would Ipeake, 

Nor I (vngracious) lneake vnto my felfe, 

For him poore foule.:, the proudeft one you all cj - 
Haue beene beholding to him in his Jifeg A o j ore :r 
Yet none of you Would once pleade for his life : v > 

Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take hold 
On me, and you,and; mine,and yours for this. ( Exit, 

Come ^/<*£-f,helpeme to my cloiet, oh pooie Clarence 
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' GU . This is the fruit of rawneffe : marke you not 
flow that the guilty kindred of the Oueene , 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death * 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company* Exeunt * 

Enter Dutches of Torkeyvith Clarence Children. 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 
D#/.No Boy. ( bread ■ 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
And cry , Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ■ 

Girle . W hy doe you looke on vs and (hake your head ? 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes,caftawaies, 

If that our noble Father be aliue ? 

Dut. My pritty Colens you miftakc me much, 

I do lament the ficknefle of the King } 

As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead • 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. ^ 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this t 
God will reuenge it, whom 1 v. ill importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 

Dut -Peace Children peace,the King doth loue you well* 
Incapable and foal low inocents. 

You cannot gefie who cauied your Fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can : for my good Vncle G locefler°, 
Told me , • the King prouoked by the Oueene t 
Denis’ d impeachments to imprifon him •' 

And when he told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift my cheekes, •> 
And bad me relie on him as one my Father, 

And lie would loue me dearely ashisChilde. 

D«/.Oh that deceit foould fteale (uch gentle foapes. 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonneyea and therein my foame : 

'i et from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

V Thinke you my Vncle did diffcmble, Granam ? 



B, 

Dut, I Boy: 

I cannot thinke it 



harke, what noyfe is this 
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Enter the Queenc. 

^v^Who/hall hinder me to waiie and weepe- g 
Tochid&my fortune, and torment my felfe? 

3le ioyne with blacke defpaire againft my felfe. 

And to myfelFe become an enemy* 

XW.WhaE meanes thisfeeaneof rude impatience?. 
Jj«* To make an aft of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne, our King, is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is wither'd 
"Why wither not the leaues,the lap 'being gone ? 

If you will liue, lament : ' if dye, be briefe : 

That our fwift winged foulesmay catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubie&s,follow him, 

J o his new Kingdome of perpetuall reft.- 
2> tit • Ah. io much intereft haue 1 in thy forrow. 

As I had title in my noble husband : 
l haue be wept a worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his image : 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance,: 

Are craft in pieces by malignant-death,. 

And I for comfort haue but one fatfe glalfe, 

Which grieues me when I fee my llrame in him, 

Thou art a widdow,yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left theea. 

But death hath (hatchtmy children from mine armes, 
And pluO: two crutches from my feeble limmes, . 
Edward, and Clarence ,0 what caufe haue I, 

Then, being but moity of my felfe, ' 

To ouergoe thy plaints, and drowne thy cries ? 

3°J» Good aunt, you wept not for my fathers death, 
.-iow can we ayd you with our kindreds teares ? 

! GirL Our fatherlefle diftreffe was left vnmoand, 

/cur widowes dolours Jikewife be vnwept> 

Oiue me no helpein lamentation* 

Umnot barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprmgs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
ihac I being gouernd by the watry Moone, 

MS y fend forth plenteous teares to drownc the world: 

Ul1 W husband for my heire Lord . Edward, 
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/»tbo> Oh for our father for our deare Lord Clarence 
Dut'hUs for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
0*.What ftay Had I but Edward, and heis gone ? 
ffoba. What ftay had we but Clarence, and he is gone ? 
f)ut. What ftay had I, but they, and they are gone ? 

C)u.\W as euer widow, hadfo deare a Ioffe ? 

Was euer Orphanes had fo deare a Ioffe? 

Put - Was euer mother had a dearer Ioffe 
piaffe I am the mother of thefemoanes. 

Their woes are parceid ■; mine are generall : 

She for Edward weepes,and fo doe 1 j v . 

I for a Clarence weepe, io doth not fhe : 

Thcfe babes for Clarence weepe and fo doe I, 

I for an Edward weepe,and fo doe they, 1 
Alas,you three on me threefold d iftreft. 

Powre all your teares ,1 am your forrows nurfe, 

And 1 will pamper it with lamentations. Gloceflet 

G/s-Maddam haue comfort, all of vs haue caufe with 

To waiie the dimming of our fhining ftarrer 
But none can cure their harmes by wayling them, 

Maddam my mother, I doe cry you mercy, 

I didntptfee yor Grace, humbly on my kneei 
Icraue yourblefling* 

Put. God bleffethce,and put meekeneffe in thy minae. 
Loue'icharity, obedience, and true duty.' 

C7/(?,Amen,makemet6dyea good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers bleffing,' 

I maruell why her Grace did leaue it out ? 

Buc,Y ou cloudy Princes, ahd.heart lorrowingPearef, 

That beare this Mutuall hearty ibade of moane, , AJ ° * 

Now cheare each other in each others .lbue; 

Though we haue fpent our ha rue ft for this King, ^ f ; 1 

We are to reape the harueft of hisfonhe : 

The broken rancour of-yonr high fwolne hedits, 

Butlaftly lplinted', knit, and ioynd-together, J ’ 

Muft greatly be preferud,cherii'ht, and kept, 

Me leemeth good that with fome little trainey • 

Forthwith fromLud/aw the young Prince be fetcht 
Hitherto London to he Crow nd our King* 



others* 



ami m 
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*//<?♦ Then be it To : and goe wc to determine 
Who they fhall be that ftraight fhall port to Ludlow ? 
Maddam*and jou my mother will you goe, 

To giue your ienfures in this waighty bufinelfe* 
yitif , W ith all our hearts* Exeunt Manet Glo.Buc, 

_ Buc. My Lord, who euer Iourneyes to the -Prince., , 
ForGods fakeletnot vs two be behind : 

For by the way ilefort occafion. 

As index to the ftory we lately talkt of, 

F o part the Queencs proud kipdred from thc King j 
Glo. My other (elfe, my counlels confiftory 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Cofin : 

I like a child will goe bv thy dire&ion : 

' Towards Lndlaw then,for we will not flay behind; Exit, 
Enter two Citizens. 

1 Neyghbour well met,yvhether a way fo raft ? 

3 I promifeyoUjI fcarcely know my felfe. . 
i Heare yqiuhe newes abroad-? 

I,, that die King is dead, 
i Bad newsbirlady,feldomecomes better, 

3 feare,I feire,twill proue a troublefome world. Enter 
3 Cit. Good morrow neyghbours* another 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death t 
i It doth*, 3 Then mafters looke to fee a troublefome 
i No,no,by Gods grace his fonne (hall raigne, (world. 
3 Wo to that land thats gouernd by a child. 

3 • In him there is hope of gouernment. 

That in his nonage, counfell vnder him. 

And in his full ripened yeares himfelfe. 

No doubt fhall then, and till then gouerne well. 

1 So flood the cafe when Henrie the fixt 
Wascrownd at T/*m,but at ninemoneths old; 

3 Stood the ltatc fo ; no good my friend not fo, 
l or then our Land was famoufly ipricht 
With politicke graue couqfell : then the King 
Had vertuous vncles to protect his Grace. 

2 So haththis,both by the father and mother. 

3 Better if were they all came by the fat her, 

©nby the father tjiere\vefc npneat alii . , 
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for emulation no w, who (hall be eameft, 

W hich touch vs all too neereif God preuent not 
Oh full of danger is theDuke of G locefier. 

And the Queenes kindred haughty and proud,. 

And were they to be rulae, and not rule. 

This fickly Land-might folace as before. 

a Come, come, we feare the wotft,all (hall be welj , 

, when clouds appeare, wife men put on theircloakes* 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at i.and^- 

When the Sunnefets, who doth not lcoke for night . 
Vntimely ftortnes makes them expefla dearth : 

All men be well : but if God fort it io, 

Tis more then we deferue,or I expect, 
i Tniely the foules of men are full of dread. 

Yea cannot almoftreaion with a man 
That lookes not heauy and full of feare. 

3 Before the time of change (till it is fo. 

By a diuine inftinft mens mir.des miftruit 
Enfuing dangers ,as by proofc we fee. 

The waters (well before a boyrtrous ftorme, 

Butlcaueitall toGod: whether away ? 
z We are lent for to the Iuftice. 

3 And fo was I, ilebeare you company. Exeunt 
Enter Cardinal, Dutches of Torke,bueene, young Torhc* 
Car. Laft night I heare they lay at Northampton 3 
At Stony -fir atford will they be to night. 

To morrow or next day will they be here- 
Dut.l long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

3 hope he is much growne fince I laft faw him- 
^«.ButI heare no, they fay my fonne of Tor kg 
Hath ouertane him in growth* 

Tor. I mother, but I would not haue it fo. 

Dut. Why my young coufin, it is good to grow? 

Tor. Granam, one night as we did fit at lupper. 

My Vncle Rmers talkt how I did grow 
More then my brother, I quoth my Vncle Glo, 

Small hearbes haue grace, great weeds grow apace*. 

And fince my thinkes I would not grow fo faft, 

Becaufe fweet flowers are flovv,and weeds make hafte* 

n ~ TW . 
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' XW.Good faith, good faith: the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obiedt the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was young , 

So long a growing and fo leafurely. 

That if this were a rule he fhouid be gracious. 

Car. WhyMaddam, fo no doubt he is. 

Dut -l nope fo too but yet let Mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by ■my troth if 1 hadbeene remembred, 

I could baue-giuen my Vncles grace a flout, ( minei 
That fliould haue neerer toueht his growth then he did 
XW.How my pietty Torke : I pray thee let me heare it, 
Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fait. 

That he could gnawacrull.at two houresold,. 

Twas full two yeares ere Icould get a tooth. 

Granam, this would haue beene a pritty ieft. 

Dut. I pray thee pritty Torke i who told theefo f 
Tor. Granam, hisNurfe. 

Dut. Why fhe was dead ere thou wert borne* 

Tor. If twere not fhe,I cannot tell who told me. 

A perilous boy, .go too thou art too flhrewd, 

Car t Good Maddambe not angry with the child- 
Jflti. Pitchers hath eares. Enter Derfet^ 

Car. Heere comes your fonne, Lord MarqueS jTVyff, 
What riewes Lord Marques ? . ' /, 

•iV.Such nc-wes my Lord,as griues me to vnfolq- 
^^•How fares the Prince ? 

.Dw-Well Maddam, and in health •: 

XW.Whafis the nevvesthen ? 



Dor. Lord Riu ers, and Lord Gray, are fent to Pomfret t \ 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Dut. Who hath committed them ? 

■Dor. The Mighty Dukes Glocefier and Buckingham. 

Car . Per what offence? 

Dor, The fumme of all lean, I haue difclofcd \ 

Why or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

c^5- A y me, I fee the downefall of our Houfe, 

The Tiger now hath feazd the gentle Hinde : 
fniuking tyrany begins to iet. 

■ Vpon 
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Vpon the innocent and lawleffe throane: - 
Welcome deftru£tion,deatb,and mafia ere, 

I fee as in a Map the end of all. . 

Dut. Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dayes. 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband lort his life to get the Crowne, 

And often vpand downe my tonnes were toll. 

For me to ioy and weepe were gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feated and domeflicke broyles 
Gleane ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours 
Make war vpon themfelues, blood againft blood, 

Selfe againft felfe,0 prepoflrous 
And franticke outrage, end the damned tpleene* 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 
gu. Come.come,my boy,we will to San&uary- 
Dut. lie goe along with you. 

Qu.Tou haue no caute, 

^ir.My gracious Lady, goe- 
And thither beare your treafure and your goods* 

For my part, ilerefignevnto your grace. 

The feale I keepe,and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you, and all yours ;■ 

Come, ileconduif you -to the San&uary. 

The Trumpets fomd.Enter young Prince, Duke of 

Cj locefier, and Buckingham, Cardinall y &c. 

Buc. Welcome tweet Prince to London, to your chamber « 
Glo . Welcome fweet Gofen, my thoughts foueraigne ; 
The weary way hath made you melancholy'. 

Prin. No Vncle, but our crofles on the way. 

Hath made it teadious, wearyfome and heauy, 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertueof your yeares,. 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

No more can you diftinguifn of a man. 

Then of his outward fhew,which God he knowes, 
Seldomeor neuer iumpeth with the heart : 

Thofe vncles which .you want were dangerous, 

Y our Grace attended to their fugred words, 

.But lookt noton the poyfon of their hearts; 

iGod 




Exeunt* 




The Tragedy 

God keepc you from them,and from fuch falfe friends . 1 
Prin, God keepe me from falfe friends, but they were none 
Gle. My Lord, the Maior of London comes togreete you. 
Enter Lord Maior. (dales', 

La t Ma. God blefle your Grace, with health and happy 
Prin. I thanke you good my Lord, and thanke you all, 

I thought my mother, and my brother Porke, 

W ould loqg ere this haue met vs on the way .* 

Fie what a flug is Haftings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.H43, 

‘Sue. And in good eime here comes the fweating Lord, 
Prin .Welcome my Lord ; what, will our mother come ? 
Haft* On.what cccafionGodheknowes,not T : 
i he Qjieene your mother, and your brother Porke 
Hath taken Sanctuary : The tender Prince 
W ould fainecomewith meto meete your Grace, 
dBut by his mother was perforcewithheld. 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and peeuifh courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinally will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke o iPorke 
Vntohis Princely brother prefently ? 

Iffhee deny. Lord Hatting* goe with them. 

And from heriealous annes,plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo-of Buckingham my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Porfe 
Anon expe& him here: butiffhe be obdurate 
To milde intreaties,God forbid 
W e lhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blefled Sanctuary: not for all this Land, 
ould I be guilty of fo great a finne, 

Buc. You are too lencelefTe obftinate my Lord, 
i oo ceremonius and traditionall : 

W eigh it but with the greatnefle of his age. 

You breakenot San&uary in feazing him : 

I he benefit whereof i s alwayes granted 
[ o thofe whole dealings haue deferued theplace 
And thofe who haue the wittoclaime the place' 
l . h ‘ s ? nnc r c neyther claimed it,nor deferuedit, 

^nd therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 
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T wrake him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor Charter there : 

Oft haue I heard of Salary men, 

■Rnr Sanfluary children neuer till now » 

Car , My Lord, you (hall ouer-rule my mind for once * 

Come one Lord »«» * & 

Hatid- goe my Lord. £ x> ». Car, , J 

Erin. Good Lords make all thefpeedy haft you may « 
cay Vncle gtocefler, if our brother come, _ 

Where (hall we foiourne till our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royall felte ° 

If I may counfell you feme day or two 

Your highneffe (hall repofe you at theTower j 
Then were you plcafe as (hall be thought molt n£ 

For your beft health and recreation- 
Prin.l doe not likethe Tower of any place. 

Did lulltHs Cafer build that place my Lord ? 

jS#c.Hedid my gracious Lord begin that place. 
Which fincefucceeding ages haue reedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon record or elfe reported 

SuccclTiuely from age to age,he built it ? 

Buc. V pon record my gracious Lord. _ 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regifterd. 

Me thinkes the truth fiiould hue from age to age. 

As t’wereretaild to ail poftericy, 

Euen to the generallending day. 

Glo. So wile, fo young, they fay do neuer laic long* 
vYi'w.What fay you Vncle ? 

Glo. I fay without Caradters fame liues long ' 

That like the formall vice, iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prin . That/#/*** Cafer was a famous man. 

With what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit fet downe to make his valour liue s 
Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour. 

For now he liues in fame though not in life ' 

He tell youwhat,my Coufen Buckingham. 

Buc. What my gracious Lord ? 

Prin. And if I hue vntill I be a man. 
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lie winnc ourancient right in France a gaine 3 
Or dye a fouldier as I liu’d a King, 

Glo. Short fummers likely haue a forward fprin®; 

Enter young Forke JlaJlings ^Cardinal!. 

Tine . Now in good time,heere comes the Duke of Forte 
Frin. Richard of Forks howfares our noble brother : ^ 1 
Ton W ell my deare Lord :fo mull Jcallyou now.. 
Erin. 1 brother to our griefe , as it is yours : 

Too late he died that might haue kept this Title 
.Which by his death hath loft much maiefly, 3 ’ 

Glo, How faires our coufen noble Lord of Forte, 

For. T thanke you gentle 'Vncle ; O my Lord , 

T ou laid that iale weeds are faft in growth ; 

f he Prince my brother hath ouer growne mefarre. 

Qlo. Hee hath my. -Lord»f- 
For. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh friy faire coufen T muft not fay f 0 . 
ior. Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my fouerawne, 

Sut you haue power in me as in a kinfmanf 
7 °J' 1 P ra y y°u vncle giue me this Dagger 

Glo. My Dagger little couleR,withall my hearts 

Frw, A begger brother ? 

For. OfWkind Vncle that I know will giue 

And being but a toy which is nogift, toque 
Glo. A greater gift then that lie giue my coufen. o 
For. A greater gift, Q chats the Sword Lit. 

Glo. 1 gentle coufen were it light enough. 

In ■ u - hef ? 1 fee you Wl11 P art but With light gifts 
In weightier things youlc fay a begger nay. a ' 

Glo. It* to weighty for yo ur grace to wcare. 

For, I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

> o. What would you hauemy weapon-littlcTord. 
eZ Howl rXf 

?rm. My L. of T of^e will ftiU becrolTe in talk* • 

’ V rlr You^ 06 J<n0 i VVeS h0VV t ° bcare with him. 
VnX‘ Y r L ne t0 b f are me > not to bearc with me- 
^ ncI ^my brother mockes both you and me, 
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i^-aufe that I am little like an Ape. 

Knkcsthat you mould bearc me one your moulders 
^jr.With what a fharpe prouided withe reaions, 

To mitigate the fcorne he giues his vncle. 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfe s 
So cunning and fo young is wonderful!. 

Glo . My Lo- wilt pleafe you paffe along i 
M V fclfe and my good coufin Buckingham, 

W ill to your mother, to mtreat ofher 
To meet you at the T ower,and welcome yo u* 
JV.WhatwilTyougo vntothe Tower my Lora.' 
yr/«-My Lord protedcr will haue it lo. 

For. I fhall not fleepe in quiet at the lower. 

Glo, Why what fhould you feare f 
7 or. Marry my vncle Clarence angry gnolt s 
MV granam told me, he was murdred there, 

Prin.f feare no vncles dead. 

Nor none that fiue, I hope ^ 

Pro*. And if they liue,I hope I need not feare. 

But come my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vntothe Tower. 

Exeunt Prin.Tor.Haft.Dor.ManetBiJk.Buc. 

£#c.Thinke you my L. this little prating For kg. 

Was not incenced by his fubtile mother , 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doabt,no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 

r.old,quicke 5 ingenious, forward ^capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft: come hither Cate sty. 

Thou art fworn as deeply to effeft what weintend 
As clolely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vponthe way: 

W bat thinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
To make William L.Waftings of our mind. 

Tor the inftalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the featc royallof this famous He ? 

Cat . He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That hewillnot be wonne to ought againft him. 
■5.«c*What thinkeft thou then of Stanley } what will he 
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* Cat- He will do all in all as Hafiings doth* 

Buc. W ell then no more but this : 

Go gentle Catesby ^ and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Hafiings, how he (lands affe&ed 
Vnto our purpofe, Ifhe be willing. 

Encourage him and (hew him all our reafons? 

If he be leaden,icy J cold vnwilling, 

Be thou fotoo: andfo breake otf your talke,. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

For we to morrow hold deuided counfels 
Wherein thy felfe (hall highly be imployed. 

Glo.C ommend me to "LWiUiamyzYl him Catesby 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerlaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Cattle, 

And bid my friends for ioy of this goodnewes," 4 
Giuc gentle Mis Bhore one gentle kifle the more* 

Buc. Good Catesby effedlthis bufinefle foundly* 

C**«My good Lords both: with all the heed I may* 
6/c.Shall we heare from you Catesby ere wefleepe £ 
Cat. You (hall my Lord. Exit Catesby. 

Glo.hx. Crosby place there (hall you find vs both. 

But. Now my Lord, what (hall wc doe if we perceiue 
William Lord Hafiings will notyeild to our comp lots? 

O/tf.Chop off his head man, fome what we will doe. 
And looke when I am King, claime thou of me 
1 he Earledome o? H erf or d and the mooueables, 

W hereof the King my brother flood poffeft. 

Bue. lie claime that promife at your hands. 

Glo.hnd looke to haue it yealded with willingnefle* 
Come let vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
vve may digett oui complots in fome forme Exeunt) 
. _ ^ Enter a mefmger to Lord Hafiings'. 

-^e[[. What ho my Lord* 

Halt. Who knocks atthedoore? 

' n‘ 4 ' ^ effen S« fr °m the Lord Stanlej.EnierLo.Hafi 

Hafi. WhatsaClocke? 

M e jf. Vponthe ftroke offonre. 

f if’ th y rafter fleepe the tedious night ? 

- o So it (hould feeme by that I haue to fay .• 

J Firtt 





irland? doft thou meane the 
(Crowne ? 
of mine cut from my' fhoul- 
onle mifplaft ; (ders, 

; doth ayme at it ? 
d hopes to find you forward 



^/Richard the Third, 
Fi fy h 0. C AndSen* him ^A^hL^fe^ds you word 

He dreamt to night the Boare had caft his helme s 

Befides he (ayes, there are two counfels held. 

And that many be deterninea at the one. 

Which may make you and turn to tew « 

Therefore he fends to know-your Lordflups 
Ifprefcntlv you will take horie with him. 

And with all fpeed poft into the North, 

To (hun thedanger that his foule dinines- 
Haft . Good fellow goereturne vnto my Lord, 

Bid him notfearethe federated counfels ; 

His honour and my felfe are at the one. 

And at the other is my fferuant.C4f«^s 
Where nothing can proceed that touchetn 
W hereof ? (half not hane intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow, wanting inftanev 
And for his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond 
Totrutt the mockery of vnquiet Cumbers 
To die the Bore before the Bore perfues vs. 

Were to incence the Boare to follow vs. 

And makepurfuit where he did meane to chafe t 
Go bid thy matter rife and come to me. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (hall fee the Boare will vs kindly, 

MefMy gracious Lord,ile tell him what you fay* 

Enter Catesby to Lord Hastings* 

Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord. 

Hafi . Good morrow Catesby : you are early 
What news, what news, in this our tottering 
Cef.lt is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer Hand vpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme* 

Haft. How? weare the Garland? doft 
Cat. I my good Lord ; . 

Hast.Wz haue this crowne 
Ere 1 will fee the Crowne lb fonle mifplau 
But canft thou gneffe that he doth ayme at it 
Crt^Vpohmy life my L* and hopes to find 

F a 
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Vpon his party for the gainethereof, 

thereupon he fends you this good news-t 
i*hat this fame very day, your enemies. 

The kindred of theQueene,muft dye at Pomfret . 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this news, 

Becauie they haue Beene ftill mine enemies: 

P>uu:hjatiie giue my voyce on Richards fide, 

Torwrre my matters heiresin true defeat, 

God knows I will not doc it to the death* 

Cat. God, keeps your Lordfhip in that gracious mind. 
Haft. Butlihalllaughatthis a twelmonth hence 
That thejf who brought me to my matters hate, 

5 line to looke vpon their tragedy: 

I fell thee Catesby. Cat. What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fome packing that yet tbinkes not, one it* 

Cat.Tis a vile thing to dye my gracious Lord 
When men arevnprepard,and looke not for it* 

Haft, O monftfous,monftrous,and ioit fals out 
W ith Riuersftf- augha n,G raj ,and fo.tJV il 1 do e 
Wifh fome men elfe, who thinke themieluesasfafe 
As thousand I,who as thou knowft are deare 
T o Princely Richard , and to Buckingham. 

The Princes both make high accduntof you 
For they account his head vpon the bridge* 

Haft. I know they do and ! haue.yyell deferud it. 

Enter Lerd Stanley. 

WhatmyL* where is your Boarc.fpeare man? 

Fcare .youthe Bore,and goe you fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L* good morrow : good morrow Catesby : 
You may iett on, but by the holy Rood, 

I doe not like thefe feuerall counfels* 

Haft, kfy L. I hold my life as deare as you doe yours, 
And neuer in my life I doe protett, 

V Vasit more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that 1 know our ftatc fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as lam? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret when they rode from Linden, 
Were jocund, and fuppofd their Rates was lure, 
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And indeede had no caufe to miftrufi : 

Bar-yet you fee how foone the day orecaft, • 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God I fay, I proue a needleffe coward. 

But come my Lord fhall we to the T ow er ? 

Haft. I go : but Bay, heare yen not thenewes ? 
This day thole men you talke of are beheaded, 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue acculed them weire their hatst 
But come my.L. let vs away. Exit-L. Stanley fir Cat' 

Haft'fdo you before lie follow preiently* ' 

Enter H siftings a Pisrftuant. 

Haft.SN ell met Haftings, hoW;goes the world vyith thee ? 
Pur- The better that it pleafe your good Lordfhip to ask? 
Haft. I tell theefellow, tis better with me now, 

1 heraAvhen I met thee laft where now we meete 
Then was 1 going prifoner to the Tower. 

By the fuggeftion ofthe Queenes alies : 

But now I tell thee ( keepeittothyjelfe ) 

This day tbofe- enemies are put to death, 

And I in better Rate then euer 1 was* 

Pur . God hold it to your Honoursgood content." 
iLtfLGramercy Hastings, hold fpend thou that* 

He giues him htspurfe. 

Pur, God faue your Lozdihip-Exit-Pur. Enter aP irU ft. 
Haft. What Sir Iohn, youarewell met : 

Jam beholding to you for your laft dayes exercife : 

Come the next Sabbath, and 1 will content you .Hewhifpers 
Enter Buckingham- ( in his ear ee 
.BaevHow now Lord. Chamber iaine, what talking With a 
Your friends at Pomfret they doe need the Prieft* (Pricft*; 
Your Honour hath no ftriuing workein hand* 

Haft. Good faith, - and when I met this holy man, 

T'nofe men you talke of, came into my minde • 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Buc. I do,butlong T fhall not ftay, 

I fhall returns before your Lordfhip thence. 

Hail. T is like enough for I ftay dinner there* 

$w»And fupper too although thou knoweft it not - 
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Come fhall we goe along ? 

£ titer Sir Richard Rathjfe,' with the Lord Ritters 
Gray and V a« gh an $r if oners 
Rat. Gorges bring forth thcprifoners. 

I'm .Sir Richard Rat Life , let me tell thee this : 

Today thou-foalt behold aTubieft die. 

For truth for duty and for loyalty. 

Gray . God kccpcthe Prince from all the packe of you ; 
A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Ritt-Q PomfertyPomfret. O thou bloody prilbn, 
Fatall and ominous to noble Peaies: , 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walls s 
Richard the fecond heere was hackt to death : 

And for more flaunder to thy difmail ibuie. 

We giue thee vp our guiltlefle blood to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margrets curie is falne vpon our heads, 
For handing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne • 

■#/«.Then curft foe Ha flings , then curft foe Buckingham 
Then cur ft foe Richard. O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as novy for vs, 

And for my filler and herprincely fonne : 

Befatisfied deare God withourtruebloods. 

Which as thou krioweft vniuftly muft be Ipilt. 

AW.ComejCome,difpatch,tfie limit of your Hues is out, 
Riu. Come Gray, com tVmgharUy let vs all xmbrace 
And take our leaues vntill we meete in heauen. Exemi 
Enter the Lords to ceunfeU. 

Hafr.Vky Lords at once , tbecauie why we are met, 
Isto. determine of the Coronation . 

In Gods Name lay when is this royall day ? 

Btic. Are all things fitting for that royall time'? 

T)ar. It is , and yet in nomination. 

Bifh. To morrow then, I gefle a happy time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
Who is moft inward with the noble Duke ? ( his. min'd. 

BiJhWhy you my L. me thinks you foould fooneft know 
Buc. Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces : 
But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 

I hen I of yours : nor I no more of his, then you of mine? 
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Lord Haflings, you and he are neere in loue* 

Haft. I thanke his grace, I know fie Ioues roe W611 ? 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
I haue not founded him , nor he deliuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But you my Lord may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe He giue my voyce. 

Which I prefumehe will take in good part. 

Bijh . Now in good time heere comes the Duke himfelfe* 

. Enter (jlocefler . 

Git. My noble Lord, and coufens allgood morrow, . 
I haue becne long a fleepe , but now I hope 
Myabfence doth negleft no great defigties. 

Which by my prefence might hauebeene concluded. 

'Buc. Hid not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
Wilham A. Haftings hadmow pronounft your part 
I meane your voyce from Crowning of the King, 

Glo. Then my A. Ha flings, no man might be bolder^ 
His Lord foip knowes mewell 4 and loues me well* 

Ha fl., I thanke your grace. 

Gle. My Lora, of Elie. 

Biflr. My Lord. O 

Glo. When I was laft in TJolborne, 

Ilaw good ftrawberies in you Garden there, 

I dee befeech you fend ior fome of them. 

Bijh. I goe my Lord* 

Glo . C oufen Buckingham, a Word with you : 

Catesky hath founded Haflings in ourbufinefle. 

And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hote. 

As he will loofe his head ere giue confent, 

Hismaifters fonne as worfoipfull he termesit. 

Shall loofe the royalty of Throane. 

^•Withdraw yon hence my A. He follow you IBx.Gto. 
VarWe. haue not yet fetdowne this day of triumph. 
To morrow in mine opinion is too loooe : * 

For I my felfe am not fo wellprouided. 

As elfe I would be , were theday prolonged. 

Enter the Bifhop of Elie. fberries. 

here is my L.Protettor , lhaue fent for thefe ftraw. 
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Haft. His grace, fmooth to day* 
Theres fpjpe conceit orbtherlikeshim well, : 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpiris 
I thinks there is neuer a rnan in Chriftendome, * 

That can leffe bide his lone or hate then he ; 

For by his face ftraight (hall. you know 'his heart. 

r 2> or. W hat o, fliis heart p^eiwe.,y©u in his face^-f i 
By any likelihood hefhewed to day? • b:> rn " 

Haft-. Marry that, with no man heere he is .offended, 
For if he were , lie would haue.fhewde it in his face. 
Bar. Lpray CodkeBeBotJhay..,'' ; V • , 

Mnt.er Gloqeft^ri ' pi 3ti© sd 

Glo. l pray y6u--$Ui whaftd©ih<i^iicfec«e " 

That do c, 9 ^^remy death. with diudiikydotsi ^ . 

Of damned witchcraft , and that hauepreuaild? 

Vpori mybodyvvith their hellifli'charnres ? 

Haft. The render' -lpiisi jbesfd your •' 

Makes me mpfi forward in this nohfe prefefice. 

To doome the, ©£ettders whatibener they be s 
3 fay my Lord they haue deferued death, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the vvitneffe of this 
See how Hjimbewitcht, behold mine arai£>- ! 
is like a biafted lapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards w,ife,thjt monftrous witcH/ 
Conforted with tha.t harlot tonpet 'Shor&p[ ' ; - yj - • 
That by their witchcraft thus haue marfced’meS 0 ; 1 * : 
H^B. If they ha<qe donetfais thing my gracious’ Lord. ' 
Glo. If thou Protean of this-damned ftrumpet* 

Tel ft thou me of ifTs ? thou art a traitor- ’ ’ r ’ 

Off with his head Nownby Saint- 2ri 

I will not dine tp^ay: 1 fw£re, : •• .>v,- . : ; 

Vncill I fee the fame , fome fee it done s ' • s 
The reft that loue me, come and follow me. 'Exeunt ynmt 
Haft . W o,wo/or £*£ W,not a whit form c.Ca.mth Haft, 
rorl too fond might haue. prenented this t 
Stanley did dream- the boare did-race his helme. 

But 1 hifdamdit and; did fcorne to -ie, • 

A^ r j^ me j t0 tny footpcloth Horiedid ftumble, 
Ana ltarted wi.en he i^okt vpon the Tower, 
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loth to beare me to theft anghter-houfe* 

Oh now 1 warrant the Prieft thatfpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiftarfc, * 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcherd. 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour. 

Oh Margret,Margret y now thy heauy curfe^ 

Is lightned on poore Haftings wretched head- 
CW.Dilpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner a 
Make a fhort lhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Hatt.Q momentary ftate of Worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the grace of heauen * 
Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire lookes, 
Liues likea drunken fayler on a maft. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the ddfepe. 

Gome leade me to the blocke, beare him my head* 

They fmile at me, that fhortly Ihall be dead Exeunt* 

Enter Duke of (ft locefter y and Buckingham, in armour. 
G/a.Comecoufcmcanft thou quake arid changethy colour. 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert deftraft and mad with terror, 

A#c*Tut feare not me, 

I can counterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speake and looke backe and prie oh euery fide ; 

Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at myferuice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their offices 

To grace my ftratagems. Enter Maiar , 

Glo. Here comes the Maier 
Sue. Let me alone to entertaine him. L-Maior 
Gl°. Looke to the draw-bridge there, * 

Suc.Thc reafon we haue fent for you* 

Gio. Cates by ouer -looke the walles* 
into. Harke,I hearea drumme. 

'/a. Looke backe defend thee,here are enemies 
f c. God and our innocency defend vs* i 

J f> O, O, be quiet it is Catesby . 



i 
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Enter Cateshyjwith Hastings head. 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble tray tor. 

The dangerous - and vnfufpe&ed H aflings, 

Glo. So deare I lou’d the man thatl mull weepe : • 

1 tookehimfos theplayneftharmelctfeman. 

That breathed vponthis earth a Chriftian: 

Looke ye my Lord Maior : 

] made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Biftory of' all her fecret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daubd his vice with fhew of vertue. 
That his apparent open guilt omitted ; , n 
I meane. his conuerfation with Shores wife. 

He layd from all attainder of fulpeft. 

Buc, Well, well, he was the conuertft (lieltred traytos 
That ener liu’d, would you haue imagined. 

Or almoft beleeue,were it not by great preferuation 
W e liue to tell it you ? the fubtilc traytor 
Had.this day plotted in the counfeJl houfe, 

To murder me and my good Lord G loceficr. 

Ma. What, had he fo? 

Glo. What thinke ye we are Turkes or Infidels, 

Or that we Ihould againft the courfeof Law, 
Proceed thusraddy to thevillaines death. 

But that theextreamepernll of-the cafe,_ 

The peace of England jmi our perfons f 3 
Inforft vs to this execution ? 

,Ma . Now faire befall you, he deferuea nr 
And you my good Lords both, haue well proceeded, 
To warne falfe traytors from the like attempts: 

3 neuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftris Shore » 

^lo, Yet had not we determind he ihoulddye 
Vntillyour Lord fliip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing ha ft of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning.haue preuented, 
Becaufemy Lord, we would haue had you heard 
The traytor (peake, and timeroufly confelfe 
The manner and the purpofe of his treafon. 

That you might well haue fignified the .fa me 
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Vnto the Citizens, who happily may 

onfture vs in him, and vvaile his death* 

U £\fluy good Lord your gracious word ftiall ferue 
A^us if I had feenc or heard him fteake : 

And doi’bt you not right noble Princes both,. 

But ile acquaint your dutious Citizens 

With all your iuft proceedings m this cafe, , 

Glo. And to that end we wifht your Lordfhip here. 

To auoydthe carping cenfures of the world* 

•Sue, But fince you came to late of our intents, 

Yet witneffe what we did intend, and fo 
Glo. After,' after, coufin Buckingham, _ Exit AUt*r a 
The Maior towards Guild hall hies him in all pOi ., 

There at your meeteft aduantage o f the time, 
Inferrethebaftardy of Edwards children. . 

TelLthem how Edward put to death a Citizen* 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning ( indeed) his home* 

Which by the figne thereof was termed fo* 

Moreouer,vrge hishatefull luxury,’. 

And beaftly appetite in change of luft. 

Which ftretched totheir feruants,5daughters,wiues> 

Euen where his luftfull eye,or fauage heart. 

Without controle lifted to make his prey : 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my perfon. 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthat.vnfatiat Edward, noble ? orke. 

My Princely father then had warres in France 0 
And by iu ft computation of the time. 

Found that the iffue was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments 
Being nothing like the noble Duke my father. 

But touch this fparingly as it were farre of, - - 

Becaufe you know my Lord ,my brother liues* 
tfw.Fearenot my Lord,ile play the Orator 
As if the golden fee for which Ipieade, 

Were for my felfe. 

Glo. If you thriue well, bring them to Baynards Qtftle, 
Where you fhali find me well accompanied - 
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With reuerend Fathcrs,and well learned Bishops’ ' 

Buc. About three or foure a clockc looke to hears 
What news Guild-hall affordeth-and fo my Lord farewell, 
' G/o.Now will I in to take fome priuy order Exit Buc. 
To dravv the brates of Clarence out of fight. 

And to giuc notice that no manner of perfon 
At any time,haue recourfewnto the Princes • Exit, 

Enter a Scriuener,with a paper in his hand . 

This is theindidfmentof the good Lord Haftings, 

Which in a let hand fairely is ingrofs’d* 

That it may be this day red ouer in Pauls: 

And marke how well the fequell hangs together, 

Eleuen houresl Ipent to writ it ouer. 

For yefternightby Catesbj was it brought me. 

The prefident was full as long a doing, 

And yet within thefe Hue houres liu'd Lord Huttings 
Vntainted, vnexamined • free at liberty : 

Here s a good world the while, Why who’s fo grolfe 
That fees net this palpable deuice ? 

Yet who’s fo blind that fayes he lees it not ? 

Bad is the world,and all will come to nought, 

.When fuch bad dealing mull be feene in thought: Exit, 

Enter Glocefler at one doore } Buchsngham at another, 
gio. How now my Lord,whatfaye s theGkizens ? 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mumme and Ipeake not a word, 
g/o. Toucht you the baftardy of Edvards Children > 

Buc. I did, with the infatiat greedinclTe of his defires. 

His tyranny for trifles: his owne baftardy, 

As being got your father then in France: 

W ithall I did in ter re your lineaments 

Being the right Idea of your father, * 

Bothm forme and noblenefl'eofmind: 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland ; 
four Difcipline in warre,wifedome in peace : ’ 
four bounty ,vcrtue,faire humility; ' 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 

Vn touch t or fleightly handled in difcourfc • 

And when my oratory grew to end, 



of Richard the Third. 

I bad them that loues their Countries good, . 

Cry God faue Richard Englands royall King, 
gio. A , and did they fo ? 

Buc. No fo God helpe me. 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathlefle Hones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : . 

Which when I faw, I reprehended them : . '■ 

And askt the Maiorwhat meanes this wilfull firenee? 

His. anfwere was the people were not wont 
To be fpoke too, but by the Recorder - 1 
Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

Thus'faith the Duke,thus hath the Duke inrerd 5 
But nothing fpake in warrant from hinifelfe • 

When he had done,fome followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps. 

And fome ten voyces cryed ,God chard 

Thankes noble Citizens and friends quoth I, 

This generall applaufe and lduingfhoute. 

Argues your wildome and - your loue to Kichara % 

An^fo brake off and came away. 

Gio .What tonguelelfe blockes were they , would they 
Buc. No by my troth my Lord. ( npt, fpcake ?, 

Gio .' Will not the Mayor then, and' his brethren come $ 
B h c . The Mayor is heere : and intend feme fearc, 

Benot fpoken wit hall, but with mighty fute 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your band,. 

And ftand betwixt to Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground He. build a holy defcant .* 

Be not eafie wonne to our reqdeft • 

Play the maydes part, fay no,, but take it. 

G’/tf.Fearenot me , if .tbcucanftpkad as well tor them, 
Aslcan fay nay to thee for my felfe. 

No doubt wee'e bring it to a happy ilfue. 

Bhc.Y on fhall fee what I can 'Jo, get vpto the leads. Exi 
No w my Lord Maior, you danc^ attendance heere, f 

Ithinkethe Duke iviil not be lpakenwithail. Enter Catcsby 
Hcrecomes nis i|ruant:how now Cates by , what fayes he ? 

Cat. My Lord- he doth intreat year grace 
To vifitiiim to morrow , or next day 5 

He 
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He is within and two reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly fine would he be mou^d, 

Todrawhim from his holyexercife. 

Bite. Ret urne good Catesby to thyZord againe. 

Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of .great moment 
No lefle importing them then our generall good- 
Are come to haue feme conference with his grace. 

CWf.IIe tell him what you faymyZord. Exit, 

Bae* A ha my Zord, this Prince is not an Edward : 
He is not lulling on a le w.d*!ay bed. 

But on his knees at meditation: 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 

Not flceping to ingroffe his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious princes 
Take on himfelfethe foueraignety thereon. 

But fure I feare we fhall neuer winne him to it. 

BEa. Marry God for bid his grace fhould fay vs nay.* 
'Enter Catesby . 

Stic* I feare he will, how now Catesby . 

What laycs your Lord } 

Cat. My L- he won ders to what end you haue aflembleji 
Such troopes of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereofbefore .* 

My Zord,he feares you meane no good to him* 

Bhc .Sorry I am my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpe<5t me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come iq perfeFt loueto him. 

And fo once more returnc and tell his grace ' 

When holy and deuout religious men. 

Are at their beads,tis hard to draw them thence. 

So fwceteis zealous contemplation. 

Enter Kich ^and two Bifhops aloft* 

JSai.Scc where he hands betweene two Clergimen* 
Buc. Two propes of vertuefor a Chriftian Prince : 
f o flay him from the $JU of vanity. 

Famous 
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Famous EUmagenety moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauorable eares to my requcft • 

And pardon vs the interruption 

of thy dotation and right ChaOun wale. 

Gil My Lord, thereneeds no iuch Apology, 

1 rather d oe befeech you pard on me, 

Whoearneft in the feruice of my God, 

Nedeft the vifitation ofmy friends . 

But leaning this , what is your graces pleafure > . 

B b L Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue. 

And all good men of thtsvngcuernd He. 

Glo. I doc fufpedt, I haue done fome offence. 

That feetne difgracious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance s - 

luc You haue my Lord : would itpieafe your grace 
Ac nnr intreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo Elle wherefore breath I in a Chriffian landt* 

B J.Then know it is your fault that you refignc 
'The Supreame Seate , the throane maiefticall. 

The Scepter office of your Ancestors. 

Thelineall glory of your roy all Houfe^ 

Tothe corruption of a blemifiit ftocke • 

Whileft in the mildenefte of your fieepy thoughts. 

Which heere we waken to your Countries good : 

This noble He doth want his proper limbes, 

Her face defac’t with fears of infamy. 

And almoft fhouldred in this fwallowmg gulph 
Of blind forgetfullneffe and darke obliuion : 

Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your gracious felfe to take on you thefoueraignty thereof. 

Not as Steward , Subftitute, 

Nor lowly fa&or for an others game? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth your Empery, your owne : 

For this conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worlhipfull and very louing friendsj 
And by there vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace* 

G/«.I know not whither to depart in filence* 

H 
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Or Bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Bert fits my degree, or your condition : 

Your loue deferues my thankes, but my defer? 
Vnmeritable fhunes your high requeff, 

Firft,ifall obfhclcs were cut away, 

And that my path were eucn to the Crowne , 

As my right reuenew and dueby birth, 

Y et fo much is my pouerty of fpiiit, 

So mighty and fo many-my-.defe&s,- 

As l had rather hide me from my greatneffc, • 

Being a barke to brookeno mighty fea, 

Then in my greatnellc couet to be iiid. 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothcred: 

But God be thanked thers no need forme, 

And much I need tohelpe you if need were. 

The royall tree hath left vs- royall- fruit ,, 

W Inch mellowed by the ftealing houres of time. 

Will well become thfe feate of Maiefty ; 

And make, no doubt, vs happy by his raigne, 

On him I lay what you would on me : ‘ 

Theright and fortune of his happy ftarres, 

W hich God defend that I fhould wring from njm.l 
Buc. My Lord, this argues confcience in your Grac< 
But the refpefls thereof are nice and triuialJ, . 

All circumflances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward i s your brothers fbnns, 

So fiy wc too but not by Edwards wife : 

For firrt he was contra&ed to Lady Lucy ^ 

Your mother Hues a wicneffe to that- v-o w,. ' ^ 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed . 

To Bena{\{\tzi to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty- waining and diftreffed widdow, 

Euen in the afternoone of her bell dayes, 3 
Made price and purchace of his iullfuil eve 
Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts,* • 

I o bafe declention loathed bigamy, 

3 y. her in this vnlawfull bed hegot, * 
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This Edward, whom our manners terme the P rince • 

More bitterly could 1 expoftulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to foie ahue 
1 giue a fparing limit to my tongue t 
Then good my Lord, take to your royall fette, 

This proffered benefit of dignity t 
If not tobleffe vs and the Land withall. 

Yet to draw out your royall ftockc. 

From the corruption of a bufy time, 

Vnto a lineal! true deriued collide* 

May * Doe good my Lord, your Citizens intreat yo ts« 
Cat * O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull fuit. 

Glo. Alas,' why fhould you heape thofc cares on aift, 

] am vnfit for ftate and dignity; _ 

I doebefcech you take it not amiffe, 

I cannot nor \ will not yeild to you. 

Buc. If you refufe it as in loue and zeaje. 

Loth to depofe the child your brothers fonne. 

As well we know your tenderndfe of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

And- equally indeed to allertates, 

Yet whether you except our fuit or no , 

Your brother fon fhaHneuerraigne our King, 

But wc will plant fbme other iu the Throne, 

I o the difgrace and downefall of your heufe .* 

And iathisrefolution here I leaue you. 

Come Citizens, zounds v iIe intreat no mere* 
gie. O doe not fvveare my Lord of 'Buckingham* 

Xat* Call them againe my Lord, and accept their x&tc., 
uino. Do good my Lord,leaft all the Lana do rew ic« 
Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 

Well call them againe, I am not made of ftones. 

But penetrable to your kind intents. 

Albeit againft my confcience, and my foule ; 

Coufin of *2? uckingham ,a nd you fage graue men. 

Since you will buckle fortune on mybacke, 

1 o beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I muft haue patience to endure the loade* 

H a Bm 
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But it* blacke fcandall or fo foule fact reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition. 

Your meere inforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all rne impure plots and ffaines thereof. 

For God he knows and you may partly fee. 

How fane I am from the defire thereof* 

May.G od bie{feyour Grace,we lee it, and will lay it* 
do. In-faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 

Buc. T hen I lalute you with this kingly title : 

Long liue King Richard } Et)g\nads royail King. 

■May. Amen* 

Bkc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be Crown’d ? 

Clo Euen when you will, fincc you will haue it fo. 

To morrow then we will attend your Grace* 

Glo. Come let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good coufin,farew ell gentle friends* Ex emu 
"Enter Dueene mother, Dutches of T orke , Marque fe 
Durfet,at one dore, Dutches ofGlecefier 
At another doore- 

Dut. Who meets vs here, my Neece Plants genet ? 

£1%. Sifter well met, whether away lb faft ? 

Wui *G/o. No farther then the T ower,and as I gueffej 
Vpon the like denotion as your felues* 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

Kind lifter thankcs, weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the T freer* 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes, 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue. 

How fares the Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Maddam and in health,but by your leaue, 

3 may not fuffer you to vilit him, 

The King hath ftraightly charged to the contrary* 

£Z3> The King, why whois that ? 

Lieu. 1 cry you mercy,I meane the Lord Protettor . 
gw. The Lord protect him from that Kingly title • 

Hgth he fet bonds betwixt there loue and me : 

3 am their mother, who fhould keepe me from them? 

3 amtheirfathcr,mother,and will lee them* 

Put> Qlot Their Aunt I am in law, in loue their mother: 

Then 
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Thenfeare not thou,ile beare thy blame, ■ 

And take thy Office from thee on my peril! * 

Lieu. I doe bcfcech your graces all to pardon me: 

I am bound by oath, I may not doe it* 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies at an hotire hence, 
^ncj iiefalutc your Grace of Porks, as mother : - ' ; ' 
And reuerend looker one, of two faire Queenes- 
Come Maddam, you mutt goe with me to Westminfier^ 
There to be Crowned Richards royail Queene* 

Qu. O cut my lace in funder, that my penthearr 
May haue fome lcope to beatc, orelfeT lound 
With this deadliking news* 

Dor .Maddam haue comfort, how fares your Grace ?• 
flu. O Dor fet, fpeake notto me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftruTion dogs thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt ouerftrip death, goecroffe the Seas, 

And liue with Richmond ftom the race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee,from this fiaughter-houle, 

Leaft thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me d ye the thrall of Markets curfe , i 
Not mother,wife, nor Englands counted Queene* ^ 
Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You fhall haue letters from me to my i’onne. 

To meet you on the way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vnwife delay* 

Dut-Tor. O ill difperfing wind of mifery, 

0 my accurfed wombethebed of death, 

A Cokatrice haft thou hatcht to the world, 

Wiiofe vnauoyded eyeis murderous. 

-Sfrfw.Come Maddam,! in all haft was fentfor. 

Dut. And I in all vnwillingneffe will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiuc verge 

Of goulden mettallthat mull round my brow. 

Were red hot-fteeleto feare me to the braine, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly poyfon. 

And die eEe meaican fay God lauethe Queene. 
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‘ <%tt. Alas poore foule, J enuy not tliy glory s 
To feed ray humour vvifh thy felfe no harme. 
D#r.£/ 0 -NG,when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me, I followed Henries Courfc, 

When the blood was (carce wafht from his hands, 
■Which i (filed from ray other angell husband. 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 

O, when I fay,! lookton Richards face. 

This was my-wilh, be thou quoth I accurtt. 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any.be.fo bad 
As miferable by the death of thee. 

As thou hart made me by my deare Lords death, 

Lo enen I can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew capciue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubiedof mine ovvne foules curie. 
Which eucr fincc hath kept mine eyes from fleepe. 

For neuer yet one houreinhis bed, 

Hauelimoyed the golden dew of (kepe. 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames. 

Bcfides he hates me fcpmy father VV aryvicke. 

And will fhortly be rid of me. 

^ 5 * Alas poore foule,I pity thy complaints. 

Tut.G lo, Ho more then from mylbulel mourne for yours 
J^w.Farevvell.thou wocfull welcomer of glory. 

Dut.Glo. Adue poore foule thou takeft thy leaue ©Fit, 
V. Ter. Go thou to Richmond :& good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard find good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fanduary, good thoughts poflefle thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me, 
Eyghty old ycares of forrow haue I leene. 

And each houresioy wrackt.witha weekeof teene* 

The trumpets found. 'Enter Richard Crowned, Backing* 
ham,Catesby , with other Nobles. 

King, Stand all apart, Goulin of Buckingham, 
Giue me thy hand. Here he abends his Throne, 

Thus 
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Thus Ugh ^7 thy adtiicc 
2 ,hy «Kmg fcttrf : 

onfliali we wearethefe honours for a day ? 
nt (hall they laft and we reioyce in them ? 

U j }HC . Still line they,and foreuer may they laft. 

Xi O Buckingham now 1 doe play the touch. 

To try if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

Von X Edward liuesuhinke now what 1 would fay 
' Buc. Say on my gracious Soueraigne. , 

Kin *. W by Buckingham , I lay I would be King* 

_g«ct\Vhy fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 

King. Ha : am I King ? tis fo> but Edward iiuesv 
Tluc. True noble Prince*- 
King. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward ftill (liquid liue true nob lePrincf v 
Coufin thou were not w ont to be fo d ull , 

Shall I be plaine I wifn the baftards dead. 

And I would haueit fuddainly perform'd, 

What faieft thou,? fpgake.fuddenly , bebriefe, 

Aw.Your grace may doe your pleaiure. 

King , Tut, tut, thou art all yce, thy kindneffe frefizeth?' 
Say, haue I thy content that they (liall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Eefore I pofitiuely fpeake herein: >:i" 

I will refolue your grace imediatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee he biteshis lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witty foolesj 
And vnrefpecliue Boyes, none are for me 
That looke into me with confederate eyes*:; \ . 

Boy. High reaching 'Buckingham -growes circumfpedb 
Boy. Lord. - _ 

King. Know ft thou not any whom corrupting Gold 
W ould tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord , I know a difcontenced Gentleman, 
Wliofe humble meanes matclu not his haughty mind, 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing.- 
King. What is-his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord , is Terrel. 
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King. Goecall him hither prefently* 

The deepe refolding* witty B uckingham? 

No more fhali be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde. 

And flops he now for breath ? 

E nter Darby 

How now what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord I heare the Marquefle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond jxi thofe parts be yond the Teas 
Where he abides* 

King . Cates bj. Gat, My Lord* 

King. Rumor this abroad * 

That Anne my wife is fickeand like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping cl ofe ; 

Enquire me out fomem'eane borne Gentleman,’ 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter 
The boy is foolifh and 1 feare not Ijim; 

Looke how thoudreamefl j 1 fay againe, gtue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die* 

About it , for it Bands me much vpon, 

Tb flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

Tmuft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome flaqds on brittle glaffe, 

Murther her brother , and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way ofgaine, but 1 am in ! 

So fame in blood , that firine pi uckes otifinne, 

Teares falling,pitty dwels not in this. eye. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Is thy name Tine l ? 

Tir James Tirrel & your moft obedient fubie<ft« 

King. Art thou indeed ? 

T ir . Proue me ‘my gracious fouer aigne* 

JC/#£.I)ar ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Tirr* T my Lord but 1 had rather kill two deepe enemies 
King. Why there thou haft it , to deepe enemies* 
Foes to my reft that my fvwet fleepe difturbs, * ‘a 
Are they that I would hauc thee deale vpon ; 

Tirrel , l meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

Tsr-. Let me haue meanes to come to than, ' „ • / i 
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And foone ile rid you from the feare of them- 
Kin. Thou ftngft fweet muficke, Come hither 
Goby that token.rifeand lend thine ears, Hewhijpers; 
1 is no more but fo, fay, is it done ? At j his eare * 

And 1 will loue thee, and prefer thee too* 

7/y.Tis done my good Lord- 

Kin. Shall we heare from thee Tir relieve we fleepe ? 

T ir.Yea my good Lord. Enter Buckingham*, 

BuC.lAy Lord, Ihaueconfidered in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in* 

Kin. Well let that pafle/P^/is fled to Richmond. 

Buc.l heare that news my Lord. - 

Kin. Stanley ,he is yourwities fonne : Well, looke tbit,,' 

£#c.MyLord,Iclaime your gift, my due byprotnife. 

For which your honour and your faith is pawnd. 

The EarLdomeof Herford, ind the moueables. 

The which you promifed I fhould ; poffeife, 

Kin. Stanley, looke to your wife, if they conuey 
Letters to\\.ichmond i y6w fliall anfwerir, 

Buc. What fa yes your highneffe to my iuft demand ? 
Kin, As 1 remember Henry the ft xt 
Did prophefie x.h3X%icbmond fhould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifhboy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps* 

A#c.My Lord. 

Kin, How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me 1 being by, that I fhould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord, your promifefor the Earledome* 

Kin, Richmond, Whenlaft 1 was at Exeter. 

The Maior in curtefie fhewd me the Caftle, 

And called it Rugemount, at which name Iftar ted, 
Becaufe a Lord of Ireland told me once, 

1 fhouid not liue long after I law Richmond. 

Buc. My Lord* 

Km. I, Whats a cloche? 

Buc. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 
Of what you promijd me. 

Kin, Well, but whatsaclocke ? 

^w.Vponthe ftroke of to, 

■ r - 
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Ring, Well, let it ftrike. 
j Bae. Why let it ftrike ? 

Ring- Becaufethat like a Iackethou keepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thv fec-gging, and my meditation: 

I arai^Gt in the giuing vaineto day. 

Sue. Why then refolue me whether you will or no ? 
J<r*».Tut,uit,thou troubled: me, Tam notin'the vaine. E Xi 
• it euen lb, rewards he my true feruice 

With fuch deepe contcmpt,made l him King for this t 
Q let me thinke on Hajiings and. be gone 
To Breekgocke, while my fearefull head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis T-.nell . 

Ttr. The tyranous and bloody deed is done, 

Themoft arch a& of pitious. maflacre, 

That euer yet. this land was guilty of, 

Digkttn and Tom-tf-whom I did fubhome, 

7 o doe this ruthfull piece of butchery, 

Althcugh they were fleflrt villains^blocdy dogs. 
Melting with tendernefle and companion, 
wept like tw o children in their deaths fad-flories: 

Lo thus quoth D tghtan lay thsfe tender babes, . 
Thus^husiquoth forreji girding one another 
Within theirinnocentalabafter armes, 

Their lips likefoure red Rofes on a llalke^, 

When in there fummer beauty kid eachoth^r, 1 
Abooke of prayer on their pillow lay, 

Which once quoth Forreji almod changd my mind. 
But O the diuell 1 there the villaine. ftopt,' 

W hilft Digbton thus told, one we fmothered. 

The moft rep'.enifht- fvveet w orke of nature 
That from the prime Creation euer he iramd. 

They could not fpeake, and fo I left them both. 

To bring thefe tidings to the bloody King,. . 

Enter Ring Richard. 

And here becomes* All haile my foueraigne Liege." 
King. Kind Terrel, and-I happy in thy news? 

Ti'Mf to haue done the thing you gauein charge 
Beget your happyneffe,be happy then, 

For it is done ray Lord. 
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^|-,Butdidd thou fee them dead ? 
yvr* I did my Lord. 

Ktng* And buried, gentle TirrelR 
'girt The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them 
gut how or in what place I do not know. 

K,»g.Come tome 1 trull foone after fupper, 

^d thou (halt tell the procefle of thu'r death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good 
And be inhericor of thy defire. Exit Terrell . 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue f pend vp clofe. 

His daughter meanely haue I matcht in marriage, 

Thefons o t Edward fieepein Abrahams bofomc. 

And Anxcmy wife hath bid the world goodnight : 

Mow for I know the Brittain e Richmond aime* 

At young Elizabeth , my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the Crowne, 

To her I goe A iolly thrilling wooer. Enter Catesby n 

CW. My Lord. 

Ktng.L>ot'd news, or bad, that thou commeft lo bluntly? 
Cat. Bad new s my Lord ,Elg is fled to Richmond 
And Buckingham l>ackt with the hardy Welchmev 
fls in the field, and frill his power increafeth. 

Ktng.EUe with R ichmond troubles me more 
Then Buckingham and his ralh leueld army : 

Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnale-paft beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my wings, 

Une, Mercury and Herald for a King : 

Come mufrer men, my counfaile is my fhield. 

We mufi be briefc,when tray tors braue the field. 

Enter JJhieenc tJh'.argret fola • 

JJlyMar. So now profperity begins to mellow, 

'And drop into the rotten mouth ot death : 

Herein thele confines flily haue 1 lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfaries % 
Adireinduclion am 1 witnefie too, 

And will to France , hoping the confequence 

t a wai 
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Will prone as bitter ,blacke and tragicall, 

Withdraw thee wretched Mar gret, who comes hcreV 
Enter the jQueene,and the Dutches of Tor^e. 
g)u. Ah my young Princes, ah my tender babes* 
My~vnblowne flower, new appearing fweet. 

If yet your gentle foules flye in the ayre, 

And be not fixt in doome perpetually 
Houer aboue me widryour aicry wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentations* 

£^,Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night, 
flu. W ilt thou O God flie from i’uch gentle lambes, • 
And throw them in the intrales of the wolfe : 

When didft thou fleepe whenfuch a deed was done ? 
f, Mar. When holy Mary dyed, and my (weet forme,' 
Dm. Blind fight, dead life, poore mortall liuing Ghoft, 
Woes fceane,worlds fhame,graues due by life vfurpt, 
Reft their vnreft on England s lawfull earth, 

Vnla wiully made drunke,with innocents blood • 
fu-O that thou would ft as well afford a graue 
As thou canft yeild a melancholly feat. 

Then would l hide my bones, not reft them here; 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I ? 

Dm. So many miferies hath crazd my voyce 

That my woe-wearied tongue, is mute and dumb 
Edward Plantagenetjwby art thou dead? 

fJlEar -If ancient forrow be mo ft reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniory. 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper-hand, 

1 f forrow can admit fociety. 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vewing mine: 

1 bad- &ti Edward, uWz Richard kild him* 

I had a Richard, t ili a Richard kild him. 

T hou hadft an Edward, tilla. Richard kild him. • 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him, 

Dtit.1 had a Richard too,and thou didft kill him: 

I had a Rutland too,and thou holpft to kill him : 
^AAir.Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him* 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept. 
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A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That Dog that bad his tdfeth before his eyes 

To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood, -v . . 

That foule defacer of Gods hanay-worke. 

Thy wombe let loole to chafe vs to our gr<uu*: r 
O vprightjiu ft, and true difpofing God , 

How do I thanke thee, for this carnall Cm 
Preyes on tKe ifftre of his Mothers body, 

And make her peWfellow with others mpane* 

Dut. O Harries wife; triumph not in my woes, 

God witneffe with melhaue wept for thee- 
ojM’ar.'Bcare with me,l am hungry for reuenger 
And now l cloy me with beholdirigit : 

Thy Edwardheis dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy Other Edward dead, to quit iff .Edward, 

Young Torke , he is but bo6te,becaule both they 
Match not the high perfection of my Ioffe: 

T hy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate Hastings ,Riuers ,Vaughan,Cfaj' 
Vntimelyfmothered in their dusky graues, 

Richard yet liues,he]s blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their factor to buy foules. 

And lend them thither, but at hand, 

Enfueshispitious, an’dvn pitied end, 

Earth gapes,hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray 
To haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancel! his bonds of life deare God I pray, 

That I may liue to fay, the Dog is dead* 

S& D thou didft prophelie the time Would come 
That l fhould wifh for thee to helpe me ciiffe 
( That botteld ljpider,that foulehunch-backt Toad* . 

O filar. I cald thee then vaine fiouiifh of my fortune, 
1 cald thee then poore fliadow, painted Q.ueene, 

The prefentation of but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direfull pageant. 

One heau d a high to be hurl’d dovvne below, 

A mother onely mockt vvith two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a- breath, a bubble. 
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A figneof dignity, a garilh flag, 

To be theaime ofeuery dangerous jfhot, 

A Qjueeneinieft, onely tofrllthefceane: 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children, wherein doft thou ioy ? 

Who fues to thee r and cries, God faue the Qneena ? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a mp.ft diftrefled widdow ; 

For ioyffill mother, one that wailes the name ; 

For Queene,a very catife, crownd with care ; 

For one being fued too.one that humbly fues ; 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none ; 

For one that lcornd at me,nowicornd of me- 
Thus hath thecourfe ofiuftice whcl’d :about. 

And left me but a very prey to time, 

Hauingno more but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee rhe more being what thou art. 

Thou did ft vfurpe my p!ace,and doft thou not 
Viurpe the itrft "proportion of,. my fortow ? 

Now thy proud necke,beares halfc my burdened yoa|et 
From which,euen here, I flip my wearied necke, 
Andleaue the burthen of it all on thee: 

Farewell ? or kgs wjfe,and Qucene of fad mifchance, 
Thefe Englifn woes will make meTmile in France, 

O thou well skildincurfes, ftay awhile. 

And teach me how to curie mine enemies. 

Forbeare.to fleepe the night.and fa ft the day. 
Compare deaths happine.'le with liuingwoe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bearing thy loTfe make the bad caufe worfer, 

Reuoluing this will. teach thee how tocurfe. 

JVx.My words are dull.,0 quicken them with thine. . 

T h y wees will make them fharp,& pierce like mine 
Tut. Why (houid calamity be full ofwords? Exit M*. 
Q. W indy atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aiery fucceeders ofinteftatcioycs, 

Poore 
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poor e breathing orators of miferies, 
t e t them haue fcope, though what they do impart 
Help® not all, yet do they cafe the heart. ‘ 

Put. If fo then be not toung-tide, goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned- fonne, which thy two fonnes fmotherd 
Iheare his Drum, be copious itvexclaimes. 

^meriting Richard , marching with Drums, 
and Trumpets. 

Kir<r, Who -intercepts my expedition ? ' 

Dut‘ A (Tie, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her aceurfed wombe. 

From all the" flaughters wretch, tharthou baft done; - * 

Vu. Haft thou that forehead with a golden Crownev 
Where (hould be grafte^., if that right were-, right; 

The (laughter of .the Prince that owde that Crowned 
And the dire death ofmy two fonnes, asd Brothers ; 

Tell me thou villaine flaue where are my children ? 
A«r.Thoii tode,thoutode, where is tby brother Clarence } 
And little Afa/ Piantagenet/hfe fenhe ? it ' 

On. W here is kind HaTtmgs y Ritters ^ aughanfiraj ? 
Ring. A flourifh Trumpets., ftrike alarum Drums, 

Let not the heauensbeare thefe t cl-tale women 
Rayleon the Lords Anoynted, Strike I fey. The trumps. r» 
Eyther be patient, and intreat me faire, founds 

Or with the clamorous:repprts of watre. 

Thus will I drownd your-Cxclamations; 

X>»r, Art thou my -forine-? 

King . 1,1 thanke God. my Father, and your feife* 
■Owr.Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Ring, Maddam f haue a touch of your condition. 

Which cannot b; ooke the accent ofreproofe, 

But. I will be mild and gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefe good mother for! am in haft* 

But. Art thou fo haftie,! haue ftayd for thee; *• 

God knows in anguifh,paine,and agonie- 
King. And came 3 not at laft to comfort you ? 

_ -Daf.No by the holy rood thou lenowftit well, 

^hou camft on eartli,to make the earth my helh- 
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A grieuous burthen was thy birth to me. 

Tetchy and waiward was thy infancy, 

Thy Ichoole-daies/rightfuil, defperate,wild and furious : 
Thy ageconfirmd,proude,fubtile,bloody trecherous. 
What comfortable houre canft thou name. 

That euer graced me in thy company ? 

Kin . Faith none but Humphreys houte, thatcald your 
To breajaefeft once forth of my company ? (Grace 
If it be fo grieious in your light. 

Let me match on, and not offend you grace. 

Dm.O heare me fpeake,for I fhall neuer lee thee more, 
j Kin. Come, come,you are too bitter. 

' P#?tfEytl“u 5 Ejthou wilt diebyGodsiuft ordinance 
Ere from this w arre thcu turne a conquerour 
Or I with griefe and estreamea^gRsfhall perifh. 

And neuer lookevpon thy. fateui^ine : : > ' ^ p:.. 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauy curie. 

Which- irithe day of baitell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wearft 

My prayers on the aduerfe;party;fight, 

.Andtfeeretheiit tie faults o^E'ddar'ds cHiidren 
Wmfper the fpirits of th’ine enemies. 

And promife them fucceffe in victory, 

Bloody thou art, and bloody will be thy end, 

Shame ferues thy life, and dotbthydeathatterrd. E*/>. 

^ 5 -Though fapmore caufe, yet much lefle fpirit tocurfe 
Abides in me, I fay amen to all* , 

AT»*StayMaddam,T muft Ipcakea wofchwitbyou* 
T{*<*1 haueno more Tonnes of the royall blood. 

For thee to murther, for my daughters, Richard 
They fhall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queehcs r 
And therefore leuellnot to hit their Hues, 

Kin. Youhauea daughter ca Id Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire,royall and gratious* 

Qtt,- And- muft fhe die for this ? O let her line. 

And ile corrupt her manners, ftaine her beauty, 

Slander my ielfe,as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamy. 

So Are may. liue vnfbard from bleeding fTaugbfer 
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twill confeffe fhewas no t Edwards daughter; 

1 Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royall blood, 
a*. To faue her life, ile fay (be is not fo. 

Her life is onely fafeft in her birth* 

Vn, And only inthatfafety dyed her brothers* 

X/».Lce at their births good ftarresare oppofic 
^.No to their Hues bad friends were contrary. 

%. All vnauoyded is thedoome of deftiny* 

Q».True whenauoyded grace makes dettmy, 

Mv babes were deftind to a fairer death, 

Tf prace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

A?„. Maddam .fo thnue 1 in my dangerous attempt of ho- 
As I intend more good to you and yours, (ftlle armes, 
Then euer vou and yours were by me wrong a* 
g#,What good iscouered with the face or Heauen, 

Tobe difeouered that can do me good* # 

Kin . The a d uanccment of your children mighty Lady, 
t-^.Vp to fomefcaffold,there to loofe their heads* 
ifr».No,to the dignity, and height of honour. 

The height imperiall type of this earths i glory » 
jjht- Flatter my fexrow s w ith report of it, 

Tell me what ftate, what dignity what honor. 

Can ft thou demife to any child of mine* . 

IG«.EuenaU I haue,yeaand my felfeana all, 

W ill I endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thoudrownd the fad remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

tf^.Be briefe, leaftthattheprocefleof thy kindnelip 
laft longer telling then’, thy kindnefle doo. ■ 

Kin. Then know that from my foule Ilcuemy daughur, 
jQu,. My daughters mother thinks it with her loule- 
Km . What do you thinks ? 

£h. That thou doftloue my daughter from thy foule, 
$o from thy foule didftthoU lone her brothers^ 

And from my hearts loue,I thanke thee for it. 

10#. Be not fohafty to confound my meaning, 

1 mcanethat with my foule 1 loue thy daughter. 

And meane to make her Queene of England* 
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then who doeft thou meane {hall be her Kin?? 
Jriwg.Euen he that makes her Qjicene.who fhould el to 
What thou ? 

Kt»g.\, euen 1 , what think e you of it Maddam ? 

JO*' How canft thou woe her ? 

1 hat J would learneofyou, 

As cue that were beft aquainted with her humors 
£*>• And wilt thou learne of me ? 

Kmg. Maddam with all my heart. 

OS' Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
Apaire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Rdwai d and 1 orl^e , then happily {hewill weepe. 
Therefore prefent to her , asfometimes Margret 
Dic j to my Fathers handkercheffe fteept in Rut lands blood 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith, 

3f this inducement force her nottoloue. 

Send her a ftory of thy noble ads ■: 

Tell her thou mad’ft away her vnckle Clarence 
Her Vncle Ritters , yea and for her fake 
Madefl quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Anne, 
if r^ 5 Come,come 3 ye mocke me,this is not the way 
lowinne yourdaughter. 

£15' There is no other way, 

Vn.effe tboucouldeft put on fome other /Rape, 

And not be Richard , that hath done all this. 

Inlcire faire Raglands peace by his alliance* 

<2*. ; Which Ihe (hall purchace with ftillJafting warre* ' 
that the King wh chmay command,intreats. • 
That at herhands which the Kings king forbid* 
KtngSay Ore fhall bea high and mighty Quesne. 

r ° waile tlie title as her motherdoth 
■King -Say I will louehereuerlaftingly. 

&U' But how long {hall that title, euer laft > 
Ktng.Sweeily inf orce. vnto her faire iiues end ; 

^ how lc > n g ftirely {hall that title laid ? 

JG»£.So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. 

So long a shell and^c/Whkes Sfit. 

„{' Sa y 1 hcr Soueraigne am her fubieft ioue* 

.^,But ihe your fuDiedt ioths iuch Soueraigmy, 
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fin. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Qh. An honeft tale (peeds beft being plainely told* 

Kin. Then inplatne termes tell her my louingtale* 
.Plaine. and not honeft is to barfh a ftiie 
XJ*. Maddam your reafons are too {hallow and too 
Qn. O no, my reaions are to deepe and dead : (quicke, 
Tooderpe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpc on it ftill (hall I, till heatt-ftrings breake, 
jft/j.Now by my George, my Gnrter,and my Crowne* 
(gn, Prophan'd , difhonou d,and the third vfurped* 

Tm. I fweare hy nothing. 

<?«.By nothing, for this is no oath, 

Ihe George prt phan’d,nath.loft his holy honour: 

The Garter blemiftit, pau n d his Knightly vertue : 

The Crowne vfurpt dii'gracT his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wilt fweare to be belieued, 

Stvearc then by Something that thou haft not wrong'd, 
Kin. Now by the world* 
gu."l is full of thy foule wrongs. 

Km. My fathers death, 

Chi. T hy felfe hath that difhonour d» 

Km, 1 hen hymy felfe* 

J>«.Tby felfe, thy felfe mifufed. 

Kt», Why then by God- 
Jb/.Gods wrong is moft of all: 

If thou had ft fear d,to breake an oath by him, 

The vni f y the King thy brother made, 

Had net beene broken nor my brother flaine* 

If thou ha dll fear’d to breake an oath hy him. 

The impei iall mettall circling now my brow. 

Had grac't the tender temples of my child , 

And both the Prir ces had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender playfellows for duftj 
Thybroken laithhad made a prey ter wormes* 
ki»-By the time to come* 

Qu,- i hat thou haft wrong’d, in time orepaft, 
fori my leife haue many te^resto wafh 

Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrong’d, 

The children liue, wuofe patents thou haft flaiightcreo, 
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Vhgouerd youth, to waile it with her age," 

The parents Jiue whofe children thou haft butchered. 
Old witherd plants to waile it with their age : 

Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
3Mifufed,ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King . As I intend to profper and repent. 

So thrille r in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoftile armes,my lelfe, my felfe confound* 

Day yeild me not thy light, nor night thy reft. 

Be oppofite all planets of goodlucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts Ioue, 
Immaculated deuotion,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter 
In her conlifts my happineffe and thine. 

Without her follows to this land and me. 

To thee her felfe and many a Chriftian foule^ 

Sad defolate ruine and decay. 

It cannot be auoy ded but by this ; 

It will not be auoyded but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo ) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what 1 haue beene, 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue : 

Vrge the neceflity and ftate of times. 

And be not peeuifh fond in deepc defgnes* 

£>3' Shall I be tempted of the diuell thus ? 

.Kwg A ,if the diuell tempt thee to doe good. - r* 
Shall I forget my felfe,to be my felfe ? 
ing. I, if your felues remembrance wrong your fellies* 
Q«. But thou d idlt kill my children, 

''Ktxg.But in your daughters wombe ilebury them* 
Wherein that neft of Ipicery there fhall breed, 

Selfesof themfelaes to yourrecomfiture. 

Q.«. Shall I goe winne my daughter to thy will ? 

&**£• And be a happy mother in the deed. 

J goe-, write to me veryfhortIy° 

^^.Beare her.my true loues kiflfe: farewell. Exit Q«. 
ilelentmg foole,and fliallow changing womanr. EnterRat* 
Rat. My gracious foueraigne on the Wefterne coaft, 
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Rideth a puiffant Nauy : To the Chore, 

Throng many doubtfull hollow hearied friends, 

Vnarmd and vnrefolu’d to beate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall s 
And there they hull expe&ing but the ayd. 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them to (bore. 

King-Somt light-foote friend pofttothe D*of Norfolk* 
luthffe thy lelfe ,or C ateshj ,where is he ? 

Cat- Here my Lord* 

King. Flye to the Duke : poll thou to Salisbury, 

When thou commeft there, dull vnmindfull villaine 
Why ftandft thou ftilUnd goeft not to the Duke ? , 

Cat- Firft mighty foueraigne let me know your mind a 
What from your grace ! fhall deliuer him'. 

Ki n , O true, good Catesby , bid him leauie ftraight* _ 

The greateft ftrength and power hecan make. 

And meete me prefently at Salisbury. " " '(**& 

Rat.W hat is yourhighneffe pleafure I fti|ll do toSmjr 
Kinz- Why,what (houldft thou doe there before I gde ? 
Rat. Your highneffe told me I fhoirld poft before. 

King ♦ My mind is chang’d fir , my mind is chang’d; 

How now, what news with you ? Enter D ar by t 

" Dar. None good my Lord to pieafe you with hearing, 
Nor none fo bad but it may well be told. i] ‘ 

King. Hoy day a riddle neyther good nor bad 1 
W hy doft thou runne fo many miles about. 

When thou mayft tell chy tale a necrer way, 

Once more, what news? 

2) ar. Richmond is on the Teas. ' . 

JG»g. There let him fmke ; and be thefeason him. 

White liuered runnagate , what doth he there? 

Dar. I know not mighty foueraigne but by guellc 
JO^.Wellftr,asyou gueffe. : ? 

Dar- Sturd vp by Dor/et,Rttckingham ) s.nd Ely, 

He makes for England , thereto clayme the Crowne. 

King . Is the chaire empty ? Is the (word vnfv/aid ? 

Is the King dead ? the Empire rnpolfeft? 

What heire of Eorke is their aliue but we ? 

And who is England* King, but great Tories heire ? 
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Then tell me, what cloth he vpon the-4eas ? 

X»4r. Vnlefle for that my Liege 1 cannot gueffe. 

Kin. Vnlefle for that he comes to be your i iege. 

You cannot gnefle wherefore the Welchmen comes. 
Thou wilt teuolt and flye to him I feare. * 

Dar. No mighty Liege, therefore miftnift me not. 
Kin.- Where is thy power now to beat them backe? 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers ? 

Are they not now vpon the wefterne fhore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their (hips. 

D 4 r.N 0 my good Lord ,my friends are in the North. 
Kin.Crld frindsto Kichard,wbit do they in the North? 
When they fhould ferue their ioueraigne in the Weft. 
Dar. They haue not bin commanded* mighty Ioueraigne, 
Pleafe it your Maiefty,to giue me leaue, 

.He mufter vp my,iriends,and meet your Grace, 

.Where and whattimeyour Ma etty (hall pleafe ? 

Kin. l,I,tbou wouldftbegontoioynewith Richmond^ 

1 will not truft you fir. 

*Dau Moft mighty Ioueraigne, 

You haue no caufe to hold my n'endfhip doubtfull 
Ineuerwas,norneuer wiilbe fi? fe. fhitrd 

Kin.Well,goe mufter thy men ; but heareyou, leaue be- 
Your fon George' S t anIcy,\ot. kf your fayth be firme: 

Or elfe bis heaus aflurance is but fi«ile. 

Dar. So deale with him, as I prpue true to you. £#& 
Enter a t-fttejfenger* 

-M e fMy gracious foueraigne now in Denou^hirt 
As I by friends am well aduertifed. 

Sir William Courtney , and the haughty Prekte 
Bifhop of Exeter, h[s brother there, 

; W ith many mor- confederates are in armes. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

-Bfef. My Liege, in Kent tbe Guilfords are in armes, 
Andeuery houre,more compecors 
tFiocke to their ayd,and ftill their power encrCafeth, 

Enter another Meffenger. 

■ Mt f' % Lord the army of the Duke of 'Buckingham’ 

He Jh ikes hint. 

King* 
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jCin<r. Out on ye Owles, nothing but fongs of death/ 

T,ke that vntill you bring me better newes. . 

Mef- Your grace miftakes, the newes l bring is good, 

Mv newes is , that by l'ndden flood and 611 rfwalers. 

The Duke oh Buckinghams army is difperft and Icattered • 

And hehimfelfe fled no man knowes whither. 

King -O I cry you nwrey I did miftake, 
r itchjf e reward him for the blow I gaue him ; 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, - 
Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 

(jHef. Such-Proclamation hath beene made my Liege,. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef .Sir Thomas Louell, and Lord Marques Dorfetf 
Tis faid my Liege are vp in armes- 
Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace. 

The Bri«aineNauy is difperft i Richmond in Dorfetjhirc, 

Sent out a boat to aske them one the fhore. 

If they were his aftiftants, yea, or no : 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his party : he miftrufting them, 

Hoift faile , and made away for Brittaine . , 

Ki«.March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes. 

If not to fight with forrainc enemyes, 

Yetto bare downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Cateshy • ¥ 

Cat My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

Tfiats the beftnewes , that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder newes, yet they muft be told- , 

King. Away towards Salisbury , while wc rcaton here, • 

A royall battell might be wonne' and loft* 

Some one take order Buckingham be* brought' 

So Salisbury, the reft match on with me. 

Enter Darby, Sir Chriftofher . : 

Da*. Sir Chrift<rpher,tc\i\Wbmond this from me,' 

That in the ttie of this moft blood y bore, 

My fon Georgs Stanley is franckt vp in hold'. 

If I reuoltoff goes yong Georges head , 
f he feare ofthai, with-holds my prefect aide. 

But 
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But tel! me, where Is Princely Richmond now ? 

Chri . At Pembroke jot at Hertford, weft in Water* 

Dart What men of name refort to him ? 

Chri. Sir Walter Herbert y a renowned fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot , fir William Stanley , 

Oxfordytdmbttd Pembreoke , fir lames Blrnt, 

Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many more of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withal!. 
IW.Returneynto my Lord, commend me to him 
Tell him,the Queenehath heartily contented 
He. fhall efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind. 

Farewell. Exeunt * 

•> Enter Buckingham to execution* 

Buc . Will not K,mgRichard\tt me {peaks with him ? 
Rrff.No my Lord, therefore be patient, 

BHC.Haftings find Edwards ehildren,R iuers,Gray 
Holy King Henry, and thy fairefonne Edward , 

Vaughan , and all that haue mifcarried, 

Byvnderjband corrupted fouleiniuftice. 

If that your moody dil'cpntented foules. 

Do through the clouds behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge mocke my defirudtion : 

Thisis Alld&ules day fellpwesis knot ? 

R^r.It is my Lord. 

Euc. Why then All-foules day^s my bodies Doomefday- 
This is the day that in King Edwards time 
1 wifht might fall on me when I was found 
Falfetohis children, and his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein 1 wilht to fall. 

By the falfe fayth of him I trufted moft : 

This is Ail- foules day, to ct;y fearefull foule. 

Is the determined, delpite of my wrongs: 

That high all-leer that 1 dallied with. 

Hath turnd my feined prayer on my head. 

And giuen in earneft what I begd in left. 

Thus doth he force the fword of wickedmen 
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To tufne their points on their maifters bofome^ 

I>loW Margrexs curie is fallen vpon my head. 

When lie quoth fhe, fhall Iplit thy heart with forrow. 
Remember Margret was a prophetelfe. 

Come firs , conuey metotheblockeof fhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
Enter Richmond with Dr antes and Trumpets . 
R/V^Fel'ovv es in armes, and my moft louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake of tyranny, 

Thusfarre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue wemarcht on without impediment : 

And heere receiue we from our Father Stanley , 

Lines of faire comfort,and encouragment. 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare, 

Thatfpoil’d your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Svvils your warme blood like wafh,and makes his trough* 
In your imbowela bofome, thisfoule Twine 
Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Neereto the Towne of Leicester as we learne : 

From Tamworth thither, is but one dayes march; 

InGods name chcare on,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace. 

By this one bloody tryall of fharpe warre* 
i Lor. Euery mans conference is a thoufahd fword S 
To fight againft that bloody homicide. 

J Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flye to vs; 

3 Lor. He hath no fnends>but what are friends for feare 
Which in his greateft need will.ftirinke from him. 

Rich. Aft for our aduantage, then in Gods name march. 
True hope is fwifoand flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makes God^andmeaner creatures Kings. 

Ewer King Rt chard ,Nor - Katehffe fiatesby ynth others. 
King* Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofwsrlb field. 
^ hy how now Catesby, why looked thou fo fad 
Gir. My heart is ten times lighterthenmylookes. 

Ktng. Norfolk? come hither: f 

1 we mu ft haue knockes, ha muft we not? 

J or. Wc muft both giue and take my gracious Lord. 
iv w £*Vp with my tent, here will I lye to night, 

L Bn 
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But where to morrow ? well all is one for that f 
Who hath, defcried the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Sixipr feuenthoufandis their greateftnumbefy 
King , W hy , our battalian trebles that account, 

Befides that, a Kings name is a Tower of ftrength,. , 
Which -they vpon the aduerfe party wants 
Vp.-with my Tent there valiant Gentlemen.? 

Let vs furuey the vantage or the field. 

Call for feme men of found dire-Sion^ \ 

Lets want no difeipline make no delay, 

For Lords to morrow is a bu fie day. Ex earn* 

Enter Richardwith the Lords . 

Rich . The weary Sunne hath made a golden' feat j 
And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow, 

W here. is Sir William Brandon ^ he fhall beare my ftanderd,' 
The Earle of Pembrook? keepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good nightto him, i 
And by the fecond houre in the morning, , 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent* 

Yet one thing more , good Blunt before thou geeft. 
Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blunt. Vnlelfe 1 haue miftaine his-colours much 4 
Whicb.weli I am afford I haue not done. 

His regiment liethhalfea mileat leaft. 

South from the mighty power of the King,-? 

'Rich. If without perrillit be poffible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him from methismoft needfull fcrowle* 
Blunt . Vpon my life my Lord , lie vndertakeit* 
Rtch. Farewell Good Blunt ♦ 

Giue me feme Inke and paperin my Tent, 

He draw the forme and modle of our battel'. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall Itrength s 
Come let vs confultvpon the morrowes bufinefifej l 
In our Tent, the aire is raw and cold. 



Enter KingRtchar dJN or .Ratcliff e {date sty* 
King, What is a clocked 
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Cat. It is fix of the clocke, full fupper-time* 

Kin. I will not fop tonight,giuc me feme Inke and Papet 
What is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour layd into my tent. 

Cat. Jt is my Liege, and all things are in readineffe. 

Kin. Good Norfolk? hie thee to thy charge , 

Vie carefull watch, chufe trufty Centinelfr 
Nor. I goe my Lord. 

Kin. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk?* 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Kin. Catesty. 

Rat My Lord. 

Kin. Send out a Purleuantat armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing,leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue mea watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Xooke that my ftaues be found and nottoo heauy Katchffe 
JW.My Lord. 

Kin. S a well thou the melancholly L .Northumberland ? 

R auThomas the Earle of Surrey, andhimfelfe* 

Much like Coekfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers. 

Ntn.^n I am fatisfied, giue me a boule of W ine, 

I haue not that alacrity of ipirit, 

Nor deare of mind that I was wont to haue ; 
Setitdowne,is Inke and 'paper ready? 

It is my Lord. 

Km . .Bid my guard watch, Ieaue me, 

e a ^ out r I ie m id ft of nightcome to my tent 
And hejpe to arme mejeaue me I fay. Exit R at* 

Enter ‘Darby to Richmond in his tent, 
ar. Fortune and vidory fit on thy helme* 

K-ich AH comfort that the darke night can aford, 
ne.to thy perfon noble father in law, 
me how fares our noble mother ? 

V^ho ' r 3ttUrncy t ^ iee from thy mother. 
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So much for that: the filenthoures fteale on, 

A flakiedarkneifebreakes within the Haft, 

In briefe/or fo the ieafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 
Of bloody ftrokesand mortall ftaring vvarre, 

I as I may, that which I would I cannot. 

With beft aduantagewill deceiue the time, 

And ayd thee in this doubtfull fhocke of armess * 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
ieaft being feene thy tender brother George 3 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearefulltime: 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowesof loue. 

And ample enterchangeof fweet difeourfe. 

Which fo long fandred friends fhould dwell vpon 
God giue leilure of theferights of loue, 

Once more adiew,be valiant and fpeed well. 

Richfi ood Lords condud him to his regiment: 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap 
Lea ft leaden {lumber peife me downe to morrow : 

When 1 fhould mount with wings of vidory : 

Once more goodnight kind Lords,and Gentlemen* Exeunt, 
O thou whole captaine I account my felfe, 

Lookeonmy force with thy gracious eyes: 

Put in there hands thy brufing Irons of wrath. 

That they may crufh downe W’ith heauy fall. 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy minifters of chafticement ; 

That we may praife thee in the vidory. 

To thee I doe commend my watchful! foule. 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh defend me ftill. 

Enter the ghofl of Prince Edward, ferine to Henry the 6, 

Ghofl toK-Kic. Let me fit heauy on thy foule tomorrov/j 
Thinke how thou ftabft me in my prime of youth 
At Tewkesbury : dilpaire and dye. 

Toll ich. Be chearefull R ichmond ,fo£ the wronged foules 
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Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalf^ v 
King Henries ilfue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the Ghofl of Henry the 6. (body, 

Ghofl toK. Richard, When I was mortall my anoynted 
By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower, and me; delpaire and dig, 

Harry the fixt bids thee defpaire and die. 

TV AiVA.Vertuous and holy, be thou conqueror: 

Harry that Prophefied thou fhouldft be King, 

Doth comfort thee in chy fleepe,liue and flourifli. 

Enter the Ghofl of Ciarence, 
ghofl.Lzt me fitheauy on thyfoule to morrow, 

I that was wafhtto death with fulfome Wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betraydto death : 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me, i 
And fall thy edgeleffe fword, defpaireand die. 5 
To Rich .Thou off Ipring ofthehOufeof Luncafler 
The wronged heires of f orke do pray for thee, J 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liueand flourish. 

Enter the Ghofl of Riuers,Gr ay , Vaughan, 

Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow^ 

Ritters, that died at Por»fret y de(paire and dye* 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray , and let thy foule dilpaire* 
Vaugh. Thinke vpon V aughan^nd with guilty fearC 
Let fall thy launce,delpaire and die, 

All to Rich. Awake ana thinke our wrongs in Riehardsbcfi 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. (fome a 

Enter the Ghofl of L.H a flings. 

</£<?/• Bloody and guilty ,guiltily'awake. 

And in a bloody battell end thy dayes. ... 

Thinke on Lord Ha flings dilpaire and dig* • ; 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule,awake,awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer for faire En glands fake. 

Enter the ghofl of two young Princes. 

Ghofl. Dreame on, thy coufins fmothered in theTower * 

Let vs be layd within thy bo Tome Richard, 

And W eigh thee downe to mine fhame and death. 

Thy Nephews foules bid thee dilpaire and die. 
fo Ri. Sleepe Richmond fleepe in peace,and wake in ioy* 
: ■- 
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Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy* 

Inje and beget a happy race of Kings: 

. Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid, thee flouriftv 

E Hter the Ghost of fhieene Anne f is wife, 

Richard fifty wifc,that wretched Anne thy wife. 

That neuer fiepta quiet houre with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with-peruirbatiom, 

T o morrow in the battell thinkeon me, - 
And fall thy edgefe{Tefword,difpairc and die." 

To R/'f^.Thou qmet fouIe,fleepethbu a quiet fleepe, 
JJreame of fucceffe^and happy ;yi<5tory, ? V 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the ghofi of Buckingham* 

The firft tvasT thathelpt thee, to theCrowne, 

The la ft was I that felt thy tyranny, 

O in the battell thijke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefle : 

Dreame on,drea me on,of bloody deeds and deaths 
Fainting diipaire, difpairing yeild thy breath. 

To Rich. I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aids 
But chearethy heart, ana bfnpt thou difmayd, 
Godand good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, . 

And Richard fils in height of all his pride- 

% t * . • cr r 0 ^ • •ifr <%' • n * r f t r r* c* • * • * r # \ x ? n 

K. Richard Started cut of his dr came. 

K.RVfA.Giueme another horfe,bind vpmy wounds, 
Haue mercy lefu : fpft I did but dreame- 
O coward conference, how doft thou affliff me ? 

The lights burne,blew,itisnotdead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling fiefh. 

What do I, feare my lelfe? theres noneelle by, 
Richard loues Richard , diat is,! am I, 

Is there a murtherer here, No. yes,I am. 

Then fiie, what from my felfe ? great realbn why, 

Leaft I reuenge. What ? my lelfe vpon my felfe: 

Alacke I loue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
That my, felfe hath done vnto my felfe : 
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(Q joo : alas I rather hate my felfe, ' 

for hatefull deeds committed by my felfe s 

lama viiiaine,. yea, I lye! amnow v 

pooleof thy felfe fpeake well foole doc not flatter,' 

yiy confeience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues f 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale. (6 j ■ 

And euery tale condemnes me for a viiiaine C 

Periury, in the higheft degree, = ' * 

Murder, fterne murder ; , in thtfdyreft degree, - " 

All feuerall finnes , all vide in each degree. 

Throng alitdthe Boare, citing all, guilty, guilty ; > 

I {hall difpaire there is nmcreature loues me. 

And if l die , no fbulcfhallpktie tfftT 5 7 Wk 

And wherefore fhonld they .? fince that Imy felfe,' - ; 
Findinmy felfe, nopiay-tomyiehe* ; . 

Me thought the foules?o£a , li that T haue murdred • 

Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeancc on the head oi Richards ^ 

Enter Ratclijfe*. • Ur.:.::: *■> n.t- 1 - 

!Uf. My Lord 

King. Zounds, who is there ? 

Rat. My Lord tis I .* the- early village €oek*&y y ' L 
Haue thrice done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp , and -buckle on their afmkffr , r 

King., O Rat cliff e. , 1 haue dream’d a fearefull drSarrie, 
What think’ft thou, will our friends proue all true A 

Rat. No doubt my Lord* — • 

King. O RatcJiffe I feare, I feare/ - 

R<v, Nay good my Lord be notaffraid offhadbwssj 

King.Ry the Apoftie A.*/*/, fhadowes to night 
Haue ftrooke more terrour to the fouleof Richard, ' 
Then can the fubftance often thoufand Souldiers 
Armed inproofc, and led by fhallow Richmond,] 

*is not yet neere day comegoe with me, 

Vnder our Tents, He play the c we fe -dropper, 

"O heare if any xneane to fhrinke from me, Exeunt* 



Enter the Lords to Richmond* 
Lords* Good morrow Richmond* • 
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Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchful! gentlemen, i 
That you haue tane a tardy fluggard heere. 

Lor. How haue you flept my Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, and faireft boding dreames 
That euetentred in a drowfiehead* 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lord : 

Me thought their follies whofe body R/cWaimurthered, 
Cameto my Tent and cried on victory ; 

I promife you my foule is very jocund, 

Inthe remembrance of 16 faire a dreame. 

How farre into the mourning is it Lords ~ 

Lor. Vpon the ftroke of loure. 

Rich. Why thentis time- to arme , and giuc direction. 
More then Ihauefaid,louing country maen, (Hit Or mm u 
Theleifureand inforcement aftheciinc, (his Souldm, 

Forbids to dwell ypon , yet remember this, 

God, and our good caule , fight vpon our fide. 

The prayers ofholy Saints and wronged ioules. 

Like high reard bulworkea fiand before our faces, 
TUchard except, thofe whom wefigat agjjnft, .- 
Had rather haue vs wiime , then him they follow * 

For wliatisbetheyfolloyv. ?,truely gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant , and a homicide. 

On railed in bloud,and ojtta 'bloud .eftabli/hed ; 

One that-made meanes to come by, that he hath, 

And flaughtered thole that were the meanes to helpehiiR; 
A bace foule ftone , made precious by tfae foyle • 

Of England* chairc , where he is falflyfet. 

On that hath euer beeneGods enemy s 
Then if you fight againft Gods enemy. 

God will in iufticc reward yon as his Souldiers 
Ifyoufwearetoput a tyrant downe, 

You fleepe in peace the tyrant being flame. 

If you doe fight a gain A your countryes foes. 

Your countries fat {hall pay your paines the hire# 

If you doe fight in fafegard of your wiues. 

Your, wiues fhall welcome home theconquerours ° 

If you doe free your children from the Sword. 

Your cnildrens children quits it in your age j 



0/ Richard the Third. 

Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

Ad« ance y onr standards, draw your willing Swords 
For me > the ranfome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corps on the Earths cold face : 

But if I thriue, thegaine of my attempt, 

3 heieaft of you fhall (bare his part thereof, 

Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 

Bod, and Saint George , Richmond , and victory. 

Enter King Richard, R at.-&c. 

King-Vo hat fayd A 7- orthamherland as touching R ichmetidT 

R at. That he was neuer train’d vp in Armes. 

King. He fayd the truth, and what laid Surrey then. 

R*f. He fmiled and fayd , the better for ourpurpofe. 

King He was in the right, and fo indeed it is : 

Tell the Clocke there. The Clock? fir ikethi 

Giuc me a Kalender , who faw the Sunne to day ? 

R*r. Not 1 my Lord* 

ATwg.Then hedifdaines to fliine , for by theBooke, 

He Ihould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe,, 

Ablacke day will it betofome body. 

R*/. My Lord. 

King. T he Sunne will not be feene to day. 

The skie doth firowne and lower vpon our Army, 

I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground, 
Notfhinetoday , Why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond* for the felfe-fame heauen 
That frownes on me lookes fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolk?. 

L'or. Arme,arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. ' 

Tw#£.Comebuflle,buftIe,caparifcnmy Horfe, 

Cal! vp Lord Stanley, bid him bring his.power, 

T will lead forth my Souldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my battel 1 fhail be ordered. 

My fore-ward fhall be drawne in length, - 
Confifting equally of Horfe and Foote* 

Cur Archers fhall be placed in the midft, 

Ehn Duke of Norfolk? , T homas Earle of Surrey 
Snail haue the leading of the Foote and Horfe, 

Toeythus directed , we will follow 
— M • lb 
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huhe maine battel! ,whofe puilfance on eytherfide 
Shall be well winged with otuchiefeft Horfe? 

This, and Saint Cjeorge to boote, what thinkeft thou not. 
Nor. A good direction warlike Soueraigne, He If erect h 

This found I one my Tent this morning. himapaper. 

IcckgJ ofNorfolke,be not to bold, 

For Dicko# thy matter ts bought and [old. 
King. A thing deuifed by the enemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge. 

Let notour bab ling areames affright our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde at firftto keepe theftrong in awe, ^ 
Otarftrong armes be our confcience, our fwords our law. 
March on, ioyne brauely , let vs to it pellmell. 

If not to Heauen, then hand in hand to Hell, His Oration 
Whatfhall 1 fay more then I haue inferd, to his Army, 
Remember who you are in cope withall, 

A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcols,and run.awayes, 

A fcum of Britt aines , and bafe lackey Pefants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate aduenrures aiid allur’d deftru&ion. 

You fleeping fafe they bring you tovnreft : 

You hauing lands,and bled with beautious wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,diftaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow ?- 
Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coft, 

A milke-l'op one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer Ihooes in Snow : 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the Seas againe. 

La Hr hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers weary of their Hues* 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want ofmeanes poore rats had. bang’d themlelues. 

If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And/iot thefe baftard Britt aines whom our fathers 
Haueintheirovvne land beaten, bob’d and thumpt. 

And on record left them the heires of Ihame. 

. Shall thefe enioy our land , lie with our wiue«s ? 

Rauifh o«r daughters., harke I heare there Drum, 



of Richard the Third. 

pjaht Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomen 
piraw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Amaze the weiking with yrmr broken ftaues. 

What fayes Lord Stanley will he bring his power? 

Mef My Lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin. Off with his fonne Georges head. 
yjor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the marlh. 

After the battell let George Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thoufand hearts are great within mybofome, 
Aduanceour ftandards, fet vpon our fees. 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the Ipleene of . fiery Dragons; 

Vpon them,vi&ory fits on our helmes. 

Alarum excurfions. Snter Catesby. 

Gtf.Refcew my Lord of AT<jrfr%,relcew,refcev\/ 

The King ena&s more wonders then a man, 

Daring and oppofite to euery danger, 

Hishorfe is flaine,and all onfoote he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord, or elfe the day is loll. Enter R ichard« 

Kin. A horfe,ahorfe,my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat. W ithdraw my Lord, ile helpe you to a horfe. 

Kin. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft, 

Andlwill'ftand thehazzardof the die, 

Ithinke there be lixe Richmonds in the field. 

Fine haue i flaine to day inftead of him* 

A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe, 

Alarum. Enter Richard & FJchmondyhey fight , Riehard is 
Jlaine,then retrait being founded. Enter Richmond, Darby 
bearing the Crowne yevith other Lords. 

Rich . God and your armes be prayfed victorious friends, 
Th$dayis ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

bar. Contagious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties. 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weareit,and make much of it. 

Rich. Great God of Heauen fay Amen to all, 

M 2 But. 





The Tt age dy 

But tell me, is young George Stanley lining ? 

Dar, He is my Lord, and fafe in Letter towne. 
Whether ift pleale you,we may now withdraw vs. 
-RjV^.VVhat men of name are flaine on eyther fide ?-• 
John Duks e f Norfolke, Walter Lord Ferns , fir 
Robert Broke nburj, Jir William Brandw. 

Rich. Inter their bodies as become their births^ , 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers fled. 

That in fubmiflion will returne to vs. 

And then as we haue tanethe Sacrament, 

VVe willvnitethe white rofe and themed. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniunftiton. 

That long hath frown’d vpon their enmity. 

W hat traytor heares me, and fa yes not Amen? 

England hath long bin mad, and (card her felfe» 

The brother blindly fhed the brother^ blood. 

The father rafhly Slaughtered his ovvne fonne. 

The fonne compeld,being butcher to the! ather. 

All this diuided Iforke and Lancatter , 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Richmond, and Elizabeth, 

The true fucceeders of each royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together. 

And let their heires (God if they will befo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac’t peace 
With fmiling plenty and faire profperous daies. 

Abate the edge oftraytors gracious Lord 
That would reduce thefe bloody dayes agai-ne, 

And make poore England weepe in ftreames of blood, 
let them not liue totafte this lands increafe, 

That would with treafon- wound this faire lands peace. 
Nbw-ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace, liues againe, 
XHat.fhe may long liue here, God lay Amen. . 
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